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PREFACE 


In making this translation of Terence I have tried to 
imitate, as best I could, the style and language of the 
Elizabethan dramatists. Translation froma dead language, 
which is but a literary exercise, should attempt a literary 
form; and for this it must either follow an existing style 
or create anew one. Now of the forms of literary comedy 
already existing in English the Elizabethan seems to be 
much more akin to Terence than any other. To begin 
with, Terence wrote romantic, not realistic comedy. He 
did not profess to present the manners and life of his own 
time and country, or to make his characters speak the 
language of everyday conversation—to omit other argu- 
ments, they speak in verse, which certainly was not the 
custom of conversation in Rome. In this point he re- 
sembles the Elizabethans, but does not resemble the comic 
dramatists of the Restoration, nor those of the eighteenth 
century, nor those of our own time, all of whom have 
professed to depict the manners and to use the language 
of the society in which they lived. 

A second analogy is found in this: as the Elizabethans 
often drew their plots from Italian plays or novels, made 
their characters Italian, and laid their scenes in Italy, so 
Terence drew his plots from Greek comedy and made his 
scenes and characters Athenian. Terence indeed borrowed 
far more from the Greek than the Elizabethans from the 
Italian and added far less of his own. Possibly his comedies 
give us a fairly accurate picture of society in Athens a 
generation after the death of Alexander the Great, while 
we can hardly suppose that the Elizabethan drama is a 
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faithful picture of the society of the Italian Renaissance. 
Still there is an analogy between the two cases. 

Again, Terence wrote when the Latin language and 
style had not yet reached its full literary development. 
This was attained a little more than a hundred years later. 
His Latin therefore may be called old fashioned, as com- 
pared with that of the classical period. Similarly the 
Elizabethans wrote a hundred years or so earlier than the 
period called classical in English literature, and their style 
and language is old fashioned by comparison with the 
standards then established. Terence, as far as we can 
judge, was, in the matter of style, much in advance of 
other writers of his age or even of those of the next two 
or three generations. He attained a degree of polish which 
was rarely, if ever, reached again until the classical period. 
Thus his style is held up by Cicero and Caesar as the best 
model among older writers. The Elizabethan dramatists 
also—though in this respect they were much more variable 
than Terence—show frequently, in their blank verse even 
more than in their prose, an advance towards the classical 
style which is not found in the other writers of their 
period or for some time afterwards. Of course the 
Authorized Version of the Bible stands by itself: it founded 
a style of itsown. But most Elizabethan and even Jacobean 
prose is cumbrous by comparison with the diction of the 
dramatists. 

Finally I may say that in the course of my work I have 
been astonished, again and again, by the ease with which 
a literal translation from the Latin of Terence falls into 
the language forms of the Elizabethan drama. Generally 
speaking, a translator, if he wishes to keep his translation 
in the literary form he has adopted, is forced to paraphrase 
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his original freely. This is especially true of translation in 
verse, and is to be expected. For it is not to be hoped for 
that the literary forms of one language should be so close 
to the literary forms of another as to admit of a word for 
word rendering from one into the other. I think that in the 
rendering of ‘Terence into Elizabethan English a partial 
exception may be found to this general rule. Naturally 
I have had to paraphrase sometimes, but I believe that 
any one who cares to take the trouble of comparing the 
versified parts of this translation with the original Latin 
will find that the rendering is often word for word, or very 
nearly so. Yet it is, I venture to think, reasonably good 
Elizabethan English. I speak of general effect; for in trans- 
lating from a dead language into one which though not 
dead is archaic I have doubtless made errors in the use of 
the latter. 

For the purposes of this translation I have followed 
throughout the Latin text of the edition of Terence pub- 
lished by the Clarendon Press (Kauer and Lindsay, 1926). 
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THE GIRL FROM ANDROS 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


ek } Old gentlemen of Athens. 
CHREMES 


PAMPHILUS Son to Simo, in love with Glycerium. 
CHARINUS A young gentleman of Athens, friend to 


Pamphilus. 
CRITO An old gentleman of Andros. 
SOSIA A freedman, steward to Simo. 
DAVOS Slave to Simo, servant to Pamphilus. 
BYRRIA A slave, servant to Charinus. 
DROMO Slave to Simo. 


GLYCERIUM A girl of Andros, afterwards found to be 
daughter to Chremes. 

MYSIS Maid-servant to Glycerium. 

LESBIA A midwife. 


The scene is a public place in Athens: on the one side 
the house of Simo, on the other that of Glycerium. 


PROLOGUE 


WHEN first the poet turned his thoughts to write 
This he supposed his sole concern should claim 
To have his plays find favour in your sight. 

But now he understands it not the same; 

Since writing prologues all his pain engages, 

Not to declare his plot, but to refute 

The spites of an old poet in his rages. 

Pray ye, now, hark what fault they do impute. 
Menander made an ‘Andrian’ in this guise, 

And a ‘Perinthian’: who knows the one 

Knows both: the plot’s the same, but otherwise 
Conceited, and with different discourse spun. 
What in the second suited—’tis confessed— 

We took for the first and used it at our need. 

For this they rail upon us, and protest 

That patching plays is scurvy work indeed. 

They are so knowing here that naught they know, 
Since Naevius, Plautus, Ennius, did the same: 
Them they accuse in us accusing so; 

Them we allege and for examples name. 

Sooner to imitate their careless ease 

Than of those others the uneasy care ! 

Now let them hush and from their ill words cease, 
If their ill works henceforth they’d have us spare. 
Give silence and your most attentive ear, 

That you may learn what hope in us remains, 
Whether, when on the stage we next appear, 

To look or hiss shall best deserve your pains. 
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ACT I 
Scene I, SIMO: SOSIA 
Enter Simo and Sosia—with slaves bearing burdens 


siMo. [To theslaves.] Carry this gear within. Begone! Sosia, 
Hither awhile. I would a word with you. 

sosta. Count it as said: is’t to attend to this? 

stmo. Nay, something else. 


SOSIA. What is there, that my skill 
Can manage for you, more than this? 
SIMO. I need not 


Your skill for this that I design at present, 
But faith and silence, which I have always found 
Resident in you. 

SOSIA. I await your will. 

smo. Thou knowest, since I bought thee, how froma child 
Thy bondage with me hath been mild and just. 
Because thou didst bear thee gently as a slave 
I made thee from a slave to be my freedman, 
Paying thee with the highest price I could. 

sosia. I mind me of it. 

SIMO. I would not change my act. 

sosta. If I have done or do what pleases you, 
I am glad of it, Simo; and my grateful thanks 
That this proved grateful in your sight. But now 
I am troubled by your speech, for this reminding 
Is like reproach of kindnesses forgot. 
Say in one word what you would have of me. 

smo. I’lldoso. First, I’ll tell you in the matter, 
This you believe a marriage is no true one. 
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sosta. Wherefore pretend it then? 

SIMO. You shall hear all 
From the beginning, and in that manner learn 
My son’s life, my design, and what herein 
I'd have you do. 

My son, when first he ceased to be a boy, 
And got the power of living at his will— 

For while his youth, his masters, and his fears 
Put bridle on him, how was it possible 

To know him or discern his temper >— 

SOSIA. True! 

smo. What most or all practise in youth, to yoke 
Their spirit to some pursuit—say, to breed horses 
Or hunting dogs, or haunt philosophers— 

None of these things he specially pursued 
Beyond the rest, yet all pursued in measure. 
I was glad of it. 

SOSIA. Rightly, for that methinks 
Is life’s most useful rule, ‘Nothing too much’. 

sIMo. So lived he, suffering all men easily, 
Yielding himself to those that he frequented 
As he was with ’em, to their pursuits compliant, 
To none contrary, never himself preferring 
To them: so you may find most readily 
A praise untouched by envy and like friends. 

sostA. His life was wisely ordered; for to-day 
Compliance friends begets, truth, enemies. 

stMo. Meanwhile, some three years since, a certain woman 
From Andros voyaged to this neighbourhood, 
Compelled by want and by her kin’s neglect, 

Of passing beauty, in the bloom of years. 
sosia. Alack, I fear that evil comes from Andros! 
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stmo. At first she led her life in chastity, 
Hardly and sparing, sought her livelihood 
Spinning and weaving wool. But after, when 
A lover coasts her, offering rich reward, 
First one and then another, as the temper 
Of all that live too apt to slide from toil 
To pleasure, she made her bargain and thenceforth 
Plies i’ the trade. They who then chanced to love her 
Drew my son to her house, as such things go, 
To have his company. I to myself forthwith, 
‘For sure he’s caught. He has it’. Every morning 
I waited for their slaves that came or went. 
“What, boy!’ thus I would question, ‘tell me, prithee, 
Who yesterday had Chrysis ?’—for the Andrian 
Was so named— 
SOSIA. I understand. 
SIMO. ‘Phaedrus’, they’d say, 
Or ‘Clinia’, or ‘Niceratus’—for those three 
Then loved her all at once. ‘And Pamphilus, 
What of him?’ “Him? he paid his scot and supped.’ 
I would rejoice. Another day the same 
I'd make inquiry, learn that Pamphilus 
Had nought to do there. So in sooth I thought him» 
Of continence a proved and perfect pattern. 
For who rubs shoulders with such company, 
And yet his spirit is not stirred therein, 
Him you shall know able to keep the rule 
Himself of his own life. As I rejoiced 
At this, so all with one accord would speak 
All good of him, and praise my happy fortune, 
That had a son endued with such a temper. 
What need of words? Impelled by this report 
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Chremes came to me, offering unasked 
His only daughter, with a topping dowry, 
For my son’s wife. It pleased me. I betrothed him. 
This is the day was for the wedding set. 
sosia. And what prevents it be not truly made? 
siMo. Shalt hear. Some few days after this was done 
Our neighbour Chrysis dies. 
SOSIA. Oh, good event! 
You glad my heart. I feared for him from Chrysis. 
simo. My son on this resorted oft to the house 
With Chrysis’ lovers, helped with the funeral, 
Was sad betimes, and ever and anon 
Would join his tears to theirs. This pleased me then ; 
I reasoned thus: “He takes so much to heart 
This woman’s death, for small acquaintance sake. 
What, had he loved himself? What should he do 
For me his father?’ All his sighs and tears 
I did suppose to be the offices 
Of humane temper and soft-heartedness— 
To make my story short, I, for his sake, 
Attend the funeral, even then suspecting 
No ill. 
sosia. Well, where ’s the ill? 
SIMO. Vl tell it you. 
The corpse is carried out. We march. Meantime 
Amongst the women there I chanced to note 
One, a mere girl, whose form... 
SOSIA. Was well, perchance. 
smo. Yea, Sosia, and her face modest and comely, 
As nothing could be more. Because she seemed 
To mourn beyond the others, and surpass them 
In gentleness and beauty, I approach 
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The waiting women, ask who she is. They say 
It is Chrysis’ sister. At that word my mind 
Was levin-struck. Why, look you, here it is! 
Hence flowed those tears! this was the pitying heart! 
sosia. I fear where you'll come out. 
SIMO. Meantime the funeral 
Goes on: we follow: to the tomb we come. 
The dead is placed above the fire. All weep. 
And now this sister that I told you of 
Drew nigh the flame unthinking, near enough 
For danger. Thereon Pamphilus, all aghast, 
Betrays his hidden and well-dissembled love. 
To her he runs and takes her round the waist, 
And cries ‘Glycerium, dearest, what dost thou? 
Why run on death?’ Then she, that with no pains 
You might know their love a custom, threw herself 
Into his arms, all tears and tenderness. 
sosia. How say you? 
SIMO. I return, raging and vexed; 
Yet no excuse sufficient to rebuke him. 
He’d say ‘What have I done? What ill-deserved, 
Or how offended, father? I prevented 
A girl who would throw herself upon the fire, 
And saved her’. ’Tis an honest story. 
SOSIA. Rightly 
You deem it so, for if you him rebuke 
Who saved a life, what should you do to him 
Who offered harm or damage? 
simo. Chremes next day comes at me clamouring— 
An outrage! how he’d learnt that Pamphilus 
Held as his wife this stranger. That so it is 
I constantly deny, he still affirms. 
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In fine we part on this, that he’ll refuse 
To give his daughter. 

SOSIA. Did you not then your son...? 

simo. Nay, even here was not sufficient strong 
Reason for my rebuking. 

SOSIA. How so? Tell me. 

smo. ‘Father,’ he’d say, ‘you have yourself prescribed 
The end of these things. Now the day ’s at hand 
When I must live after another’s fashion. 
Till then, let me be governed by my own.’ 

sosia. What ground is left then for rebuke? 

stmo. If for his love he will not take a wife, 
That ’s the first wrong that can be fastened on him. 
And this I now contrive, by a false marriage 
To have a true cause for rebuking him, 
If he refuse it. Then, for the rascal Davos, 
That if he have some plot he may waste it now, 
When his tricks are harmless: for I well believe 
He'll work all ways amain with hand and foot, 
More, sooth, to vex me than to serve my son. 

sosia. Wherefore? 

SIMO. You ask? *Tis an ill rogue, in brain 
And heart alike. Let me only catch him!— 
But why make words—If on the other hand 
It happens as I would, that Pamphilus 
Refuses not, there ’s Chremes still remaining, 
‘To whom I must excuse him, and hope to do it. 
Now is your function well to counterfeit 
This marriage, put the fear of Heaven in Davos, 
And watch my son, what he does, what counsel takes 
With yon slave. 

SOSIA. Enough! I'll see to it. 
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SIMO. And now 
Lets go i’ the house. Go you before, I’ll follow. 
[Exit Sosia. 


Scene IT, sIMo : DAVOS 


siMo. It is very certain that my son will not take a wife. 
I felt that Davos was afraid of this, when he heard that 
a marriage was on foot. But here he comes out o’ doors. 

Enter Davos from the house 

pavos. I wonder if it should go off thus. I was ever 
afeared what should be the issue of my master’s mildness. 
After he heard that the girl should not be given to his son 
to wife he uttered never a word to any of us, but took it 
uncomplainingly. 

simo. [Aside.] But he shall utter one now, and to your 
great discomfort methinks. 

pavos. This was his intention, that thus by false gladness 
we should be drawn unaware: then being in hope and our 
fears removed to catch us with our mouths open and 
overthrow us, before we had time to take thought for the 
marring of the marriage—Cunningly done! 

simo. [Aside.] What says the gallows? 

pavos. [Seeing Simo.| It is my master, and I saw him not 

first! 

simo. Davos! 

pavos. Oh! what’s that? 

stmo. Hither, a moment. 

pavos. [Aside.| What would he? 

simo. What say you? 

pavos. Concerning what? 

stmo. Ask you? There isa tale i’ the town that my son is in 

love. 
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pavos. Forsooth, the town should concern itself with that! 

siMo. Have you a finger in this or no? 

DAVOS Minily 22.1... thateer 

simo. But I should be an unjust father to inquire into this 
now; for what he did formerly touches me not. While the 
season suited it I let him fulfil his own mind. Now, this 
day brings on a new life and demands new manners. 
Henceforth I require you—or is it proper I should en- 
treat you, Davos?—that he return to the straight path. 
What of it? All lovers are grieved to be given a wife. 

Davos. So they say. 

siMo. Moreover, if a man have taken an evil teacher in the 
matter, a mind already sick is for the most part bent by 
him to the worser way. 

pavos. |’ faith I understand you not. 

simo. No? how now? 

pavos. No; my name is Davos, not Oedipus. 

stMo. Truly, then, would you have me speak the rest 
openly ? 

Davos. Surely indeed. 

simo. If to-day I find thee trying any trick in the matter of 
this marriage, to hinder it, or desiring to show thy skill in 
the business, I will have thee flogged and put in the mill 
till thou diest, on this condition and assurance, that if 
I let thee out thence I will go grind in thy place. What; 
hast thou understood this? Or is that also too hard for 
thee? 

pavos. Nay, | have understood shrewdly; you have now 
spoken the very matter so openly; you have used no 
going about. 

simo. I will suffer anything more easily than to be mocked 
in this matter. 
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Davos. Good words, prithee! 

stMo. Do you make game of me? I am with you. But 
I tell you, do nothing rashly. You shall not say you were 
not forewarned. Have a heed. [Exit Simo. 


Scene IIT, Davos. 


pavos. Sooth, Davos, here’s no place for idleness 
Nor fooling, if I understood aright 
The old man’s purpose now touching this marriage. 
Craft must contrive, or I and my master sink. 
’Tis doubtful what’s to do. Shall I help Pamphilus, 
Or hearken to his father? If I desert him 
I fear for his life; but, if I him assist, 
His father’s threatenings— ’tis no easy task 
To put a tale upon him. First, he has learnt 
Their love already, and with a jaundiced eye 
Watches me, lest I make some trick i’ the marriage. 
I am lost if he catch me at it. Then again, 
Such be his pleasure, he’ll take some excuse, 
By right or wrong, to fling me to the mill. 
To all these ills I add one more besides— 
This Andrian girl, be she or wife or mistress, 
Goes heavy in her womb by Pamphilus, 
And they are grown so bold, ’tis worth the hearing— 
Their purpose smacks of lunacy, not love— 
They have resolved to own what she shall bear, 
And forge some lying story now between ’em 
That she’s a citizen of Athens—‘Once 
Was an old merchant, broke his ship on Andros, 
And died ’—that Chrysis’ father thence received 
This girl, a castaway, an orphan child. 
Fables! I’ faith I think it sounds not true, 
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But the lie pleases them. Lo! Mysis comes 

From her house—I’Il get me to the market-place, 
And meet with Pamphilus, so that his father 

May not surprise him knowing naught of this. 


Scene IV. mysis 


Enter Mysis from Glycerium’s house 


mysis. [Speaking to one within.] I heard, Archylis, the first 
time. You bid me fetch Lesbia. Marry and sooth she is 
an unconsidering woman and drunken withal, and not 
deserving you should trust to her a girl at her first bear- 
ing. Yet shall I fetch her? Look you now at the old 
woman’s insistence, because she is her fellow-tippler! 
Pray Heaven, grant my mistress an easy delivery, and to 
her the grace to make her blunders on others—But I see 
Pamphilus; why so troubled of his life? I fear what may 
be. I will wait to know what grief his disturbance brings 
with it. 

Scene V. PAMPHILUS : MYSIS 
Enter Pamphilus 


PAMPHILUS. Was this a human thing to do, to attempt? 

Was this a father’s part? 
mysIs. [Aside.] What’s this he says? 
PAMPHILUS. ’Fore Heaven, if Heaven there be, is not this 

spite? 

He has fixed to give me a wife this very day. 

Should I not know before? Should I not be warned? 
mysis. [Aside.] Alas, for pity, what is this I hear! 
PAMPHILUS. What? Chremes, who denied he’d ever trust 

His daughter to me to wife, hath he now changed 

Because he sees I change not? Is he so set 
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To sever me from Glycerium, woe’s me? 

If this be done I am undone utterly. 

Was ever man so graceless and unhappy 

As I! Oh Heaven and Earth! Can I not ’scape 

Chremes’ alliance, work it as I will? 

How many different ways I am despised 

And spat on: all concluded and complete! 

What! I am first refused, then whistled back. 

Wherefore? Unless it be what I suspect: 

They have reared some monster; since they cannot 

thrust her 

On any else, she comes to me. 
mysis. [Aside.] Woe’s me! 

This speech has driven my spirit out for dread. 
PAMPHILUS. What of my father must I say? Ah me, 

That he should carry such a weighty business 

So light and heedless! Even now, in passing, 

He said to me i’ the Forum, ‘Pamphilus, 

You have to take a wife to-day. Make ready; 

Go home’. As though he said ‘Go now, be quick, 

And hang yourself’. I was all mazed. Suppose you 
I could utter a single word, find one excuse, 

Even one foolish, false, unreasonable ? 

I stayed quite dumb. Yet, if one ask me now 

What I should do, had I but known before— 

I would do anything ere I do this. 

But now, what first to follow? So many cares 
Beset me, dragging divers ways my soul: 

Love, pity of my love, hate of this marriage, 

Respect of my father, who till now hath suffered 
With lenient will all that I ever willed 

At all times me to do. Shall I cross him? 
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Pity o’ me! I am in doubt how act. 
ysis. [Aside.] Alas! I fear that ‘doubt’, how it may turn. 
Now is much need, or that he speak with her, 
Or that I speak a word for her to him. 
While that the mind’s in doubt, a little push 
Drives it this way or that. 


PAMPHILUS. Who’s there, that speaks ? 
O, save you, Mysis! 
MYSIS. Save you, Pamphilus! 
PAMPHILUS. How does she? 
MYSIS. Ask you? She’s in pain of 
travail; 


And then is all beset with piteous dread, 

For this, because this very day your marriage 
Was formerly appointed; now she fears 

You shall abandon her. 

PAMPHILUS. What! Is’t possible 
I should attempt it? Can I let her be deceived 
For me, poor soul, who gave her soul in trust 
To me and all her life—whom I have held 
Even as my wife, the darling of my heart? 
Shall I allow her nature, taught and nurtured 
In modesty and honour, to be changed 
By the compulsion of bare poverty? 

Pll not do so. 

MYSIS. An’t lay in you alone 
Id fear not, but that you may be forced I fear. 

PAMPHILUS. Think you me such a coward, so quite thank- 

less, 
So savage, so without one human touch, 
That not my use of her, nor love, nor shame 
Shall move me nor admonish to keep faith? 
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mysis. I know this only, she has well deserved 
You should remember her— 

PAMPHILUS. Remember her! 
O Mysis, Mysis, even now the words 
Which Chrysis spoke are written in my heart 
Touching Glycerium—As she lay a-dying 
She calls me to her. I came. Ye stood apart. 
We were alone. She thus begins: ‘My Pamphilus, 
Thou seest her youth and beauty, and well knowest 
How little useful either to her now 
To keep her honour or her worldly goods. 
I pray thee on thy hand and on thy soul, 
And by thy truth and by her loneliness, 
I conjure thee, leave not her company, 
Forsake her not. If I have ever loved thee 
Even as a brother; if she hath prized thee only 
Ever at the highest, and hath yielded to thy will 
In all things, I endow her with thee now, 
To be her husband, guardian, friend and father. 
And all my goods I do commit to thee 
And to thy faith entrust.’ With that she joins 


Glycerium’s hand in mine. And then death took her. 


So I received her; so will keep received. 
mysis. Truly I hope so. 


PAMPHILUS. Whither go you now 
Away from her? 

MYSIS. I fetch the midwife. 

PAMPHILUS. Haste! 


And, listen, not a word about the marriage, 
Lest to her sickness this besides... 
MYSIS. I take you. 


[EZxeunt Mysis and Pamphilus. 


Cc 
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ACI IL 
Scene I, CHARINUS : BYRRIA : PAMPHILUS 


Enter Charinus and Byrria 


CHARINUS. What say you, Byrria? Is she to-day given to 
Pamphilus in marriage? 

BYRRIA. It is so. 

cHaRINUS. How know you? 

ByrRRIA. | heard just nowin the market-place from Davos. 

cHarinus. Ah, woe is me! My mind, which stood before 
Full stretched by hope and fear, now hope is slain, 
Totters all weak and mazed, by grief fordone. 

ByRRIA. Marry, Charinus, prithee, since that cannot be 
which you wish, do you wish that which can be. 

CHARINUS. I wish nothing else but Philumena. 

ByRRIA. Oh! how much better were it you should apply 
yourself to root this love out of your heart, rather than 
utter words whereby your desire must be vainly inflamed ! 

CHARINUS. We all, when we are well, easily give good 
counsel to them that are sick. Wert thou where I am 
thou shouldst feel otherwise. 

BYRRIA. Come, come, as you will. [Enter Pamphilus. 

CHARINUS. But I see Pamphilus. I am resolved to try all 
before I perish. 

BYRRIA. [Aside.] What goes he to do? 

cHARINUS. I will make my prayer and supplication to 
him in person, and will tell him my love. Methinks I 
may at least get this of him, to put off the marriage 
some few days. In the meantime I hope something shall 
happen. 

BYRRIA. [Aside.] His ‘something’ is naught. 
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CHARINUS. How think you, Byrria? Shall I accost him? 

ByRRIA. Why not? If you get naught else, you will let 
him know you are there to cuckold him if he marry 
her. 

cHARINUS. Villain! To hell with thee and thy foul thought! 

[ Approaches Pamphilus. 

PAMPHILUS. It is Charinus. Save you! 

CHARINUS. Save you, Pamphilus. I come to you in search 
of hope, salvation, aid, and counsel. 

PAMPHILUS. Marry, I have neither place wherein to coun- 
sel nor abundance wherefrom to aid. But what is it? 

cHARINUS. To-day you marry a wife? 

PAMPHILUS. So they say. 

CHARINUS. If you so do, Pamphilus, you see me to-day for 
the last time. 

PAMPHILUS. How so? 

cHARINUS. Alack! I am afraid to tell; prithee, Byrria, do 
you tell him. 

BYRRIA. I will tell. 

PAMPHILUS. What is it? 

BYRRIA. He loves your betrothed. 

PAMPHILUS. Truly, his taste runs not with mine—Look 
you now, iell me; have you had anything further with 
her, Charinus ? 

cHarinus. Ah, Pamphilus, nothing. 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] I would he had. 

cHArINus. Now I beseech you by our friendship and by 
my love, principally that you marry her not. 

PAMPHILUS. I will do my best therein. 

cHARINUS. But if that is not possible, or if you have this 
marriage much at heart... 

PAMPHILuS. At heart! 

C2 
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CHARINUS. At least put it off a few days, while I go abroad, 
that I may not see it. 

PAMPHILUuS. Listen now, Charinus. I think it in no way 
befits one gently born that he should ask to acquire 
thanks in a matter where he has no deserving. My desire 
to escape this marriage is no less than yours to attain it. 

CHARINUS. You have given me life again. 

PAMPHILUS. Now if you can anything, either you or 
Byrria here, do, devise, invent, accomplish, how she may 
be given to you; I will contrive how she be not given to 
me. 

CHARINUS. I am satisfied. 

PAMPHILUS. Most luckily here comes Davos, in whose 
counsel I put my trust. 

cHaRINus. [Zo Byrria.] While you, i’ faith, can give 
none to me, except that I have no need to hear! Wilt 
avoid? 

ByRRIA. Truly I will, and that right gladly. 

[Lxit Byrria. 


Scene IJ. DAVOS : CHARINUS : PAMPHILUS 


Enter Davos 


pavos. God be praised, I bring good news—but where 
shall I find Pamphilus, to remove his present fears and 
fill his heart with rejoicing? 

CHARINUS. [Aside.] He is merry for some cause. 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Itis naught! He hath not yet learned 
of our misfortune. 

Davos. At this minute, methinks, if he hath heard already 
that his marriage is prepared .. . 

CHARINUS. [Aside.]| Hear you him? 
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Davos. He seeks me through the city, more dead than 
alive—But where to seek him? Which way to turn first ? 

CHARINUS. [Aside.] Wilt not speak with him? 

pavos. I have it! [Starts to go off. 

PAMPHILUS. Davos! Hither! stand! 

pavos. Who calls me? ... Oh, Pamphilus, I look for you. 
Welcome, Charinus. Ye are both well met—I would 
speak with you. 

PAMPHILUS. Davos, I am lost. 

pavos. Nay, listen to this... 

CHARINUS. | am utterly undone. 

pavos. [Zo Charinus.] I know what you fear. 

PAMPHILUS. By Heaven, my very life is surely at stake! 

pavos. [Zo Pamphilus.| And what you, too. 

PAMPHILUS. My marriage... 

pavos. And if I know it? 

PAMPHILUS. To-day... 

pavos. Will you deafen me still, though I understand? 
[Zo Pamphilus.] This is your fear, that you shall marry 
her; [Zo Charinus.] and yours, that you shall not marry 
her. 

CHARINUS. Thou hast the matter. 

PAMPHILUS. That is the very it. 

pavos. And yet is no danger in your very it: mark me. 

PAMPHILUS. Beseech you, for pity, free me from my fear 
as quickly as you can. 

pavos. Come! I free you. Chremes will not now give 
you a wife. 

PAMPHILUS. How know you? 

pavos. I know. Just now your father takes me, says that 
he gives you a wifeto-day,also much other matter which 
now is no place to repeat. Straightway I run hot-foot to 
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the Forum, to tell you this—When I discover you not 
I climb up there into a high place and look round— 
Nowhere—By chance I spy there his man Byrria. I ask 
him. He denies that he has seen you. I am troubled. 
I consider what to do. Meanwhile, as I return, I fall into 
suspicion considering the case. “What now? But a poor 
piece of victuals: your father melancholy: the marriage 
so sudden: it sticks not together’. 

PAMPHILUS. But whither leads this? 

pavos. Forthwith I hie me to Chremes’. When I arrive 
there, the porch a desert. Already this gladdens me. 

CHARINUS. You say well. 

PAMPHILUS. Go on. 

pavos. I linger: meantime I see none go in, none come 
out: no bridesmaids in the chambers: naught decked out; 
no stir. I went close and watched within. 

PAMPHILUS. True: this is strong proof. 

pavos. Looks this to run with a marriage? 

PAMPHILUS. I think not, Davos. 

pavos. ‘I think’ quotha? You receive not rightly. The 
matter is certain. Moreover, as I went away, I met 
Chremes’ boy, bringing a penn’orth of cabbage and 
sprats for the ancient’s supper. 

cHARINUS. Ah, Davos, I am delivered to-day by your 
doing. 

pavos. Nay, you are naught. 

CHARINUS. How so? Now surely he gives her not to 
Pamphilus. 

Davos. Blockhead! As if it were necessary that you should 
marry her, because he gives her not to him, unless you 
look to it, run about, and make your prayers to the old 
man’s friends. 
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CHARINUS. Youradmonishmentis good. I will go; though 
i’ faith this hope has cheated me often already.—F are you 
well. 


[Exit Charinus. 


Scene IIT, PAMPHILUS : DAVOS 


PAMPHILUS. What means my father then? Why this pre- 
tence? 

pavos. | will tell you. If he rage at you now because 
Chremes will not give you a wife, he shall appear to 
himself in the wrong; and that rightly, till he has tried 
how your mind stands to the marriage. But if you refuse 
to take her, then he shall shift the blame to you. Then 
shall be storms! 

PAMPHILUS. I will endure anything. 

pavos. He is your father, Pamphilus. It is a hard matter. 
Then this girl is alone. He shall find some reason to 
banish her from the city. As soon done as said! 

PAMPHILUS. Banish? 

pavos. Aye, and quickly. 

PAMPHILUS. Tell me then, Davos, what must I do? 

Davos. Say that you will marry. 

PAMPHILUS. How? 

pavos. What’s the matter? 

PAMPHILUS. Shall I say so? 

pavos. Why not? 

PAMPHILUS. I will never do it. 

pAvos. Refuse not. 

PAMPHILUS. Persuade me not. 

pavos. Look what shall come of it. 

PAMPHILUS. That I shall be debarred from her and barred 


up here! 
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pavos. Not so! Surely I think it goes thus. Your father 
shall say ‘I would have you take a wife to-day’. You shall 
say ‘I will take her’. Pray, what quarrel shall he have 
with you? Hereon you shall unsettle all his plans, now 
settled, and wholly without danger. For thisis past doubt, 
that Chremes will not give you his daughter. For that 
reason do you abate not at all your present behaviour, 
lest he change his judgement. Say to your father that 
you consent, so that he cannot with justice rage at you, 
as he desires—For, if you hope ‘By my manner of life 
I shall with ease ward off a wife; none will give’: your 
father shall procure some penniless girl sooner than let 
you be corrupted. But if he perceive you bearing it 
calmly, you shall make him careless. He will look for 
another at his leisure. In the meantime some advantage 
shall fall. 

PAMPHILUS. Believe you so? 

Davos. Assuredly there is no doubt of it. 

PAMPHILUS. Look whither you are leading me. 

pavos. Nay, hush! 

PAMPHILUS. I will say it. But let him not learn I have got 
achild on her: be careful. For I have promised I will own 
itive 

pavos. QO, rash act! 

PAMPHILUS. She besought me give her this pledge, by 
which she might know I would not abandon her. 

Davos. It shall be seen to. But here is your father. Take 
care that he perceive you not sad. 
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Scene IV. simo : DAVOS : PAMPHILUS 


Enter Simo 


stMo. I come to see what they now do, what plans 

They practise. 
pavos. [Aside.] Now he’s out of any doubt 

That you’ll refuse to take her. He has come, 

After much pondering with himself alone, 

Hoping he has discovered a discourse, wherewith 
_To rend you. Therefore come, collect yourself. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] If but I can, Davos. 
pavos. [Aside.] Trust me in this, 

Pamphilus; if you but say that you will take her, 

Your father shall not have one single word 

To give you back to-day. 


Scene V. BYRRIA : SIMO : DAVOS : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Byrria, in the background 


BYRRIA. My master bade me leave all business else 
This day, and spy on Pamphilus, to know 
What he does i’ the marriage. So I follow 
The old man’s tracks. And lo! the man himself 
With Davos! I’ll to my work. [Stands behind. 
stmo. I see them both here. 
pavos. [Aside to Pamphilus.| Ware, now! 
SIMO. Pamphilus ! 
pavos. [Aside to Pamphilus.| Look round, as it were, of 
a sudden. 
PAMPHILUS. [Looking round.| What! my father! 
pavos. [Aside.] Good! 
stmo. To-day I’d have you marry, as I told you. 
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ByrRIA. [Aside.] Now for our part, I fear what he may 
answer. 
PAMPHILUS. Nor here nor elsewhere shall you hindrance 
find 
Ever in me. 
BYRRIA. [Aside.] Oh! 
pavos. [To Pamphilus.| He is struck dumb! 
BYRRIA. [Aside.] What said he? 
stMo. You doas well becomes you, since I get 
That I require of you. I thank you for it. 
pavos. [Zo Pamphilus.| Said 1 the truth? 
BYRRIA. [Aside.] My master, by my hearing, hath lost a 
wife. 
stMo. Go now within, that you be not waited for 
When there is need. 
PAMPHILUS. I go. 
[Lxit Pamphilus into the house. 
BYRRIA. [Aside.] Can no man be believed in anything ? 
That’s a true word, which commonly is said, 
That all prefer their own good to their neighbours’. 
I saw her once. I mind me that she seemed 
A maid of excellent shape; and for that cause 
I more forgive Pamphilus, if he would rather 
She clipped him in her sleep than clipped my master. 
[ll take the news back, so for this ill tidings 
To get ill wages. [Exit Byrria. 


Scene VI, DAVOS : SIMO 
Davos. [Aside.] Now he believes I spring some cheat upon 
him 
And stay behind for that. 
SIMO. What says our Davos? 
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Davos. Sooth, nothing new. 


SIMO. What! nothing! 

DAVOS. Nothing, sure. 
siMo. Indeed I looked for something. 

pavos. [Aside.] This has turned out 


Against his expectation and it irks him. 
simo. Canst thou speak truth to me for once? 
DAVOS. Nought easier. 
simo. This marriage, is it vexing to my son, 

Seeing his usage of yon stranger girl ? 
pavos. Nota whit i’ faith—Or, if it be, his trouble 

Will last two days or three, mark you, no more. 

Nay, he hath straightly reckoned it out with himself. 
simo. That’s good. 
pavos. While it was lawful and his years allowed, 

He loved—yet still in secret, and took good heed 

The matter should not make for his reproach, 

As fits a man who’s master of himself. 

Now a’needs a wife: to a wife his thoughts are turned. 
stMo. There seemed to me some sadness in his visage. 
pavos. *Iwas not for this, but he has a grief against you. 
smo. What’s that? 

DAVOS. Tis childish. 

SIMO. What? 

DAVOS. Tis naught. 

SIMO Nay, tell, 
What is it? 

DAVOS. He says you spend too sparingly. 

simo. I? 

pavos. You. “This feast’, quoth he, ‘scarce cost tep 

drachmas. 
You would not think he gave his son a wife. 
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Which of my friends’, quoth he, ‘can I bid to supper, 

Especially now?’ And, if I must say it, 

You have been by far too sparing. *Tis not good. 
simo. Silence! 

pavos. [Aside.] I have touched him now. 

SIMO. I will take order 
That all be rightly done. [Aside.] What business this? 
What means this fox ?—For if there’s mischief here, 
Look you, he’s at the head of it. 


ACT III 
Scene I. MYSIS : SIMO : DAVOS : LESBIA : (GLYCERIUM) 
Enter Mysis and Lesbia 


mysis. Marry, the matter is indeed as you said, Lesbia— 
You shall hardly find a man faithful toa woman. 

simo. [Zo Davos.] This is the Andrian’s maid. 

pavos. [Zo Simo.| How say you? It is so indeed. 

ysis. [Zo Lesbia.] But this Pamphilus... 

smo. [Aside.] What is she saying? 

mysis. Hath kept faith... - 

simo. [Aside.] How now! 

pavos. [Aside.] I would either he were struck deaf or she 
dumb. 

Mysis. For he hath bidden the child she bears to be 
acknowledged his. 

stMo. [Aside.] Great God! What do I hear? If this that 
she proclaims be the truth, we are finished. 

LesBIA. [Zo Mysis.] This is a good disposition ofa young 
man that you tell. 

mysis. ‘The best—but follow me in lest you be too late. 
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LESBIA. I follow. 
[Exeunt Mysis and Lesbia into Glycerium’s house. 
Davos. [Aside.] What medicine now to find for this mis- 
chance? 
stmo. What’s this? Is he so mad? A stranger wench! 
Thave it now. OhIam ’ware at last, 
Dolt that lam! 
Davos. [Aside.] What says he that he’s ’ware of? 
smo. This is the rogue’s first trick he puts upon me : 
They pretend the girl gives birth, to fright Chremes off. 
GLycERIUM. [Within.] Juno Lucina, help me! Save, I be- 
seech thee! 
siMo. So quick! Absurd! Soon as she heard I stood 
Before her door she hastens to it. Davos, 
You have not well divided this your play 
By proper intervals. 
DAVOS. You speak to me? 
siMo. Your pupils have forgot their parts, belike. 
pavos. I know not what you talk of. 
stmo. [Aside.] Had he caught me 
In a veritable marriage, unprepared, 
What games he had put upon me! Now it goes 
All at his risk: I safe in harbour ride. 


Scene IT, LESBIA : SIMO : DAVOS 
Enter Lesbia from Glycerium’s house, speaking to one within 


LESBIA. So far, Archylis, I see in her all the signs that are 
customary and needful for a safe delivery. Now first see 
that she be washed; then, after, that she be given to drink 
what I bade and in such measure as | commanded—I 
will return anon. By’r lady, a cunning boy is born to 
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Pamphilus. I pray God it live, seeing the youth is of a 
good disposition and feared to do wrong to this virtuous 


wench. [Exit Lesbia. 
stmo. [Zo Davos.| That this your handiwork, who would 
believe, 
That knew you? 
DAVOS. Why, what’s that? 
SIMO. She could not order, 


While she was with ’em, what was need be done 
For the new mother, but from the street must cry, 
After she left the house, to them within. 
Am Iso scorned of you, Davos? Do I seem 
Fit to be put on with such open cheats ? 
At least take pains, that I may think you fear me 
If I discover. 
pavos. [Aside.] Faith, now he cheats himself, 
Not I. 
smo. Did I not bid you, did I not threaten 
You should not do it? Did you fear? Or to what pur- 
pose? 
Will you have me now believe she has borne a child 
To Pamphilus ? 
pavos. [Aside.]| 1 see where he mistakes, 
And what to make on’t. 
SIMO. What! not a word? 
pavos. Why should you believe? 
As if you were not told of this beforehand, 
That it should be done so. 
SIMO. Did any tell me? 
pavos. Oh! did you understand of your own wit 
This was a counterfeit ? 
SIMO. The villain mocks me. 
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Davos. Nay, you were told; or how suspect it else? 
siMo. How? since I knew thee— 


DAVOS. As to say, *twas done 
By my advice? 
SIMO. I know it was, for sure. 


Davos. You have not learned me, Simo, or my quality. 
simo. I have not learned thee? 
DAVOS. But if I begin 

To tell you anything, you straight suppose 

I put a tale upon you. 


SIMO. Wrongly? 
DAVOS. So, 
TP’ faith, I dare not utter. 
SIMO. One thing I am sure, 
Here there was no child-bearing. 
DAVOS. That’s the truth 


You have apprehended. Presently, none the less, 

They shall bring a child here to this very door— 

Master, I tell you now, this shall be done, 

That you may know, and not say afterwards 

“This was designed by Davos to deceive’. 

I’d have this fancy of yours quite shifted from me. 
simo. Whence know you this? 

DAVOS. I heard it and believe: 
Many things run together whereby I guess it. 
This wench before affirmed that she was heavy 
By Pamphilus. ’Twas found a falsehood. Now, 
After she sees a marriage at our house 
In preparation, straight she sends a maid, 

To fetch the midwife—and a child as well— 
Unless ’tis managed that you see the child 
The marriage is not shaken. 
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SIMO. What’s this you say? 
Since you had understood they so designed 
Why didst not tell it straight to Pamphilus? 

pavos. Why, who but I hath drawn him off from her? 
We all do know how piteously he loved her: 
Now he demands a wife. Leave now this business 
To my handling. You, in spite of it, go on 
Making this marriage, as you make it now. 
Heaven prosper it! 

SIMO. Well, get you gone within : 
Wait for me there, make ready what there needs. 

[Zxit Davos into the house. 

He hath not altogether pushed me yet 
Into belief: I know not if his tale 
Be wholly true. But if it be or no 
I weigh not much: this much most with me weighs, 
My son himself hath promised. Now to Chremes, 
To meet him, and to beg a daughter-in-law. 
If I can get her, why should I want the marriage 
Made other than to-day >—For what my son 
Hath promised, certes, if he now refuse, 
I lawfully may compel him to’t. But, lo! 
Here ’s Chremes’ very self coming in time. 


Scene IIT, simo : CHREMES 


Enter Chremes 
simo. Chremes, I bid you... 


CHREMES. Oh! I looked for you. 
smo. And I for you. 
CHREMES. You are here to my wish. They came 


And told me that you say to-day my daughter 
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Marries your son. Therefore I come to see 
If they be mad or you. 
SIMO. Listen a moment. 
You shall know what you ask, and what I wish 
To have of you. 
CHREMES. I listen: speak your mind. 
stmo. I do beseech you, Chremes, by the Gods 
And by our friendship which, begun in childhood, 
Hath with our years increased, and by your child, 
Your only daughter, and by my son, whose safety 
Most lies in you, to help me. Let this marriage 
Be made, as it was to be. 
CHREMES. Beseech me not. 
Is this a matter you should get with prayers? 
Think you I am other than I was before, 
When I promised her ? Ifit’s for both their good 
The marriage should be, bid the bride be fetched. 
But if the matter holds for both of them 
More evil than advantage, then I pray you, 
Take counsel for their common weal as though 
She were your daughter, Pamphilus my son. 
stmo. Nay thus I wish, and thus I ask for it. 
I would not ask you, but that the circumstance 
Teaches me do it. 
CHREMES. What ’s that ? 
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SIMO. There ’s a quarrel 


Betwixt Glycerium and my son. 
CHREMES. I hear you. 
smo. So fierce, I hope to pluck him clean away. 
CHREMES. Fables! 
SIMO. ’Tis surely so. 
CHREMES. By God, ’tis so 
D 
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The way I'll tell you: love renews itself 

In lovers’ quarrels. 
simo. Ah! this, I pray you, let us anticipate 

While time is given us, while his lust is choked 

By spites, before these women’s villainies 

And tears compound of stratagems can bring 

His love-sick mind back to compassion, 

Let us give him a wife. By custom then, I hope, 

Chained, and the gentle bond of wedlock, Chremes, 

He shall shake quickly free from his misfortune. 
CHREMES. This way you think; but I believe not, I, 

He can long endure my daughter, nor I him. 
smo. How know you that, unless you make the risk? 
CHREMES. A grievous risk, to risk a daughter in’t. 
smo. Now your uneasiness all comes at last 

To this, ifit should fall, which Heaven forbid, 

Divorce. But if his life corrected be, 

How many easements! First you give your friend 

His son again: a husband for your daughter 

You find, and a stout son-in-law for yourself. 
CHREMES. Well, what’s to do? Since you are so con- 

vinced 

*Tis useful, I would not any your advantage 

Should be shut off in me. 
SIMO. O Chremes, ever 

I held you highly, and you most deserve it. 
CHREMES. But what’s this tale? 


SIMO. What? 

CHREMES. Whence do you know 
They are at odds? 

SIMO. *Twas Davos told me so. 


He’s at the core of their counsels: and he urges 
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I make the marriage quickly as I can. 

Think you he’d do so, knew he not my son 

Had the same wish? Yourself shall hear his story. 

[Calling.] Ho! there: bid Davos forth.—But look, he 
comes 

Out o’ the door. 


Scene IV. DAVOS : SIMO : CHREMES 
Enter Davos, from Simo’s house 


Davos. I was coming to you. 
SIMO. What is it? 
DAVOS. Why is the bride 
Not fetched? Evening draws on. 
stmo. [Zo Chremes.] Do you hear him? 
[Zo Davos.| Davos, whiles back I had some fears of 
you, 
Lest you do as the herd of slaves is wont, 
Tease me with tricks, because my son’s in love. 
pavos. I do that! 
SIMO. I believed it; and so fearing 
I hid from you what I will now confess. 
pavos. What? 
SIMO. You shall know. I almost trust you now. 
pavos. At last you have learned what manner of man 
Tam. 
stmo. This marriage was not to be... 


DAVOS. How! not? 

SIMO. But therefore, 
To try ye, I pretended it. 

DAVOS. How say you? 


SIMO. 7Tis so. 
Diz 
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DAVOS. Look you! And I could never tell! 
Goto! A pretty plot! 
SIMO. Listen to this. 


After I sent you in, by happy chance 

I meet our neighbour here. 
Davos. [Aside.] Oh! are we undone? 
simo. I tell him all you told to me just now. 


pavos. [Aside.| What do I hear? 


SIMO. I pray him give his daughter, 
And get my prayer, though hardly. 

pavos. [Aside.] Undone! 

SIMO. What’s that ? 
What said you? 

DAVOS. I but said “Well done’. 

SIMO. So now 
There’s no delay in him. 

CHREMES. Pll to my house, 

Bid them make ready and bring you word back here. 

[Exit Chremes. 


simo. I beg you, Davos, now, since you alone 
Have made this marriage for me... 

pavos. [Aside.] I alone! 

stMo. Go on, and strive to bring my son to sense. 

pavos. I’ faith, I'll do my best. 


SIMO. Can’st do it now 
While his spirit is chafed. 

DAVOS. Rest easy! 

SIMO. To it, then. 
Where is he now? 

DAVOS. At home, or else I marvel. 


smo. I'll to him, and tell him what I have told you. 
[Exit Simo to his house. 
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Davos. Now I am naught. What reason is there why 
I should not straightway set out to go to the mill? There 
is no corner left for pardon. I have now confounded 
everything. I have deceived my master. I have thrust 
my master’s son into a marriage. I have made the mar- 
riage to be to-day which Pamphilus neither expects nor 
wishes. So much for sleights! Had I stayed still none of 
this evil had happened. But lo! I see Pamphilus him- 
self. Iamadead man. Would that I had a hole here into 
which to jump! 


Scene V. PAMPHILUS : DAVOS 
Enter Pamphilus, from the house 


PAMPHILUS. Where is the villain who has wrought my 
ruin? 
pavos. [Aside.] I am lost. 
PAMPHILUS. I have deserved my fate, I do confess, 
To be so sluggard, so devoid of counsel. 
To trust my fortunes to this empty slave! 
I pay the price of folly, but unpunished 
He shall not carry it... 
pavos. [Aside.] If I now avoid 
This mischief, sure I shall be safe hereafter. 
PAMPHILUS. What shall I say now to my father? Shall ] 
Deny my will to marry, having promised ? 
How can I stretch my daring so to dare? 
I know not what to do. 
Davos. [Aside.] Nor I, forsooth; 
And that’s my chief concern. [’ll promise find 
Some plan, so get some respite of my beating. 
PAMPHILUS. [Seeing Davos.] Oh! 
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pavos. [Aside.| I am discovered. 
PAMPHILUS. How nov, faithful servant! 
What say you? See you how by your devices 
I am miserably entangled ? 


DAVOS. But I'll free you. 

PAMPHILUS. Wilt free me? 

DAVOS. Surely, Pamphilus. 

PAMPHILUS. As before, 
No doubt. 

DAVOS. Nay better, I hope. 

PAMPHILUS. Food for the stocks! 


Am I to trust thee? Wilt thou now repair 
A thing so lost and tangled? God! here’s one 
To rest on, who to-day from peace and quiet 
Hast thrust me into marriage! Did I not say 
It would turn out so? 
DAVOS. You said it. 
PAMPHILUS. What deservest ? 
pavos. The gallows: Yet, give me a minute’s grace 
For coming to myself. Pll find a way. 
PAMPHILUS. Alack, 1 have not room to punish you 
As I desire: the present time is lent 
For safety only, not for chastisement. 


A Gi. FV: 
Scene J. CHARINUS : PAMPHILUS : DAVOS 


CHARINUS. Can it be told! Is it believable 
That any man should be so senseless born 
As take delight in mischief, make his ease 
Of another’s disease? Or is not this the truth? 
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Aye, there’s a kind of man, the worst alive, 
In whom shame sits awhile about refusal. 
After, when time is come to fill their promise, 
Forced by necessity they disclose themselves— 
They fear to refuse and yet the case compels. 
Then shall you hear them wag a shameless tongue: 
‘Art who? Art what tome? Why should I yield 
My woman to thee? Iam more sib to myself.’ 
Natheless, if you shall ask, “Where is your word?” 
They are shamed not when they need be; though before 
They were scrupulous with no need. 
But what’s to do? Shall I to him and upbraid 
My wrongs upon him? Heap curses on his head? 
Be it said “[here’s naught so gained’—Yea, there is 
much; 
Certes, I shall vex him and shall serve my spleen. 
PAMPHILUS. Charinus, I have ruined you and myself 
Unwittingly, unless Heaven somehow helps us. 
CHARINUS. ‘Unwittingly, quotha! At last a reason 
Is found. Thou hast broken faith. 
PAMPHILUS. ‘At last °—How mean you? 
cHarRinus. Dost ask with words like these to gull me still ? 
PAMPHILUS. What’s this? 
cHARINUS. Soon as I said I loved she pleased you well. 
Pity me, that I judged your mind from mine ! 
PAMPHILUS. You speak not true. 
cHariNus. Did you not think your joy solid enough, 
"Less you could cheat a lover and beguile me 
With a false hope? Take her and keep her! 
PAMPHILUS. Oh! 
‘Take her ’—You know not in what seas of evil 
I drown unhappy; what fierce fires of trouble 
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This unhanged rogue of mine has bellowsed for me 
With his contrivances. 


CHARINUS. Is that a marvel, 
If he takes thee for his model? 

PAMPHILUS. You'd not say it, 
If you had understanding of my love, 
Or yet of me. 

CHARINUS. I know: lately you quarrelled 


With your father, wherefore he is now angry at you, 
Nor could he make you marry her to-day. 

PAMPHILUS. Indeed how little you do know my griefs; 
Nay, nay, I was not threatened with this marriage, 
And no man asked to-day to give me a wife. 

CHARINUS. I know it—’twas yourown free-will compelled 
you. 

PAMPHILUS. Stay, still you know not. 


CHARINUS. This I know at least, 
You'll marry her to-day. 
PAMPHILUS. Why do you plague me? 


Listen to this. He never ceased his urging 

That I should tell my father I would take her, 

Till with his pleas and prayers he drove me to it. 
CHARINUS. Who’s that? 


PAMPHILUS. Why, Davos. 

CHARINUS. Davos! 
PAMPHILUS. He’s our confounder. 
CHARINUS. But why? 

PAMPHILUS. I know not. This I know, the Gods 


Were angry with me when I listened to him. 
CHARINUS. Davos, did you do this? 
DAVOS. I did it. 
CHARINUS. So! 


Scene I THE GIRL FROM ANDROS 41 


What’s to say, villain? Why, the Gods destroy thee 
As this deserves !_ Come, tell me, if his enemies 
Would all thrust him to marriage, what should they do 
But counsel him thus? 
pavos. I have missed the mark, but my bolts are not all 
shot. 
PAMPHILUS. I am sure of it. 
pavos. This way has failed, we will another try. 
Unless you deem, because we failed at first, 
*Tis not now possible turn this mischance 
Into salvation. 
PAMPHILUS. Nay, I well believe, 
If you give good thought to’t, you shall make for me 
Two marriages instead of one. 
pavos. Pamphilus, this I owe you for my service, 
To strive with foot and hand by day and night, 
To risk my head while I advantage you. 
Your part to pardon if the matter falls 
Not as we hoped. My plans have gone astray, 
Yet I work on. Find you a better way 
Yourself, an’t please you so; let me go play. 
PAMPHILUS. That is my desire. Put you me in the place 
you found me. 
pavos. | will do it. 
PAMPHILUS. But my need is now. 
pavos. Look you,... but hold, Glycerium’s door opened. 
PAMPHILUS. That is naught to you. 
pavos. I seek. 
PAMPHILUS. What! Now at last? 
pavos. Nay, I will have it found for you presently. 
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Scene IIT. MYSIS : PAMPHILUS : CHARINUS : DAVOS 


Enter Mysis, from Glycerium’s house 


mysis. [Speaking to Glycerium within.| Wherever he is 
I will make it my care to find him, thy Pamphilus, and 
bring him back to thee. Only fret not, my heart. 
PAMPHILUS. Mysis! 
mysis. Who’s there? O Pamphilus, well met! 
PAMPHILUS. What is it? 
mysis. My mistress bade me beg you come to her at once 
if you love her. She says she has a longing to see you. 
PAMPHILUS. Oh misery! My misfortune festers fresh. 
[Zo Davos.| That she as well as I should be so racked 
Wretchedly through your work! For this I am called, 
Because she heard my wedding was prepared. 
CHARINUS. How easy it had been for you to be at peace if 
this fellow would have held his peace! 
pavos. Do! If he rave not enough of himself, prick him 
to it. 
Mysis. Yea, marry, that is the matter, and for that the poor 
wretch is now in mourning. 
PAMPHILUS. Mysis, I swear to thee 
By all the gods, I never will desert her, 
Though knowing I must face the world in arms. 
I coveted her for my own: she came to me: 
Her ways are mine. Let them that would divorce us 
Go hang! Till death do part us none else shall. 
mysis. My senses are restored. 
PAMPHILUS. Apollo’s oracle is not more true 
Than this I say. If it can so be managed 
My father may not think that through my doing 
This marriage halted, I’d have it so. But if 
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That cannot be, then I will do what lies 
Downright before me, let him think the halt 
Is of my making. [Zo Charinus.| How seem I to you 
now? 
CHARINUS. Unhappy, even as I myself. 
DAVOS. I seek 
A plan. 
PAMPHILUS. Oh brave! I know thy endeavouring. 
Davos. Here I will presently give you performance too. 
PAMPHILUS. We need that now. 
DAVOS. Nay, now I have it. 
CHARINUS. What? 
pavos. I have it for my master, not for you, 
Mistake me not. 
CHARINUS. I am answered. 
PAMPHILUS. What will you do? 
Fell, 
pavos. In my fear to-day ’s too short for doing ; 
Think you I’ve leisure make a tale about it? 
So, pack yourselves hence. Ye hinder me. 
PAMPHILUS. I'll to Glycerium. 
pavos. [Zo Charinus.| And you, what go you from here 
to do? 
CHARINUS. Shall I tell you the truth? 
pavos. Yea, verily—Here beginneth me the first chapter 
of his discourse. 
CHARINUS. What shall become of me? 
pavos. Fie on you! Is it not enough that I add a day to 
your life, while I put off his marriage. 
CHARINUS. Nevertheless, Davos... 
pavos. What then? 
CHARINUS. Let me have her. 
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pavos. Folly! 

CHARINUS. See you come to me, if you can do aught. 
pavos. Why should I come? I have naught for thee. 
cHarinus. Nevertheless, if aught... 

pavos. Well, I will come. 

CHARINUS. If aught, I shall be at home. 


[Exit Charinus. 
pavos. Do thou, Mysis, wait for me here awhile till 
I come out. [Goes towards Glycerium’s house. 


mysis. Why? 
DAvos. So needs to do. 
mysis. Make haste. 
pavos. Presently, I say, I will be here. 
[Zxit Davos into Glycerium’s house. 


Scene IIT. MYSIS : DAVOS 


mysis. Can we call naught our own? O, God in Heaven! 
I still supposed this Pamphilus for my mistress 
Her best possession was, friend, lover, husband, 
Ready in all conjuncture. Yet what pain 
She gets from him now, unhappy. Here is more ill, 
With ease, than good before. Lo, Davos forth 
Comes from the house. Goodman, what’s this, beseech 
you? 
Where do you carry the child? 
[Enter Davos, carrying an infant. 
Davos. Mysis, for this matter now I need your remem- 
brance and your wit at sharpest. 
mysis. What will you begin now? 
Davos. ‘Take this child from me quickly and lay it before 
our door. 
mysis. What! On the ground, beseech you? 
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Davos. Pluck you some myrtle twigs from the altar here 
and spread them beneath. 

mysis. Why do you not this yourself? 

Davos. Because, if need be for me to take oath to my 
master I put it not here, so that I may do it with a clear 
conscience. 

mysis. I understand. This is a new scruple that has 
entered into you. Give it. [ Lakes the child. 

DAVOS. Stir yourself with more speed, that presently you 
may learn what I contrive. [Sees Chremes approaching.] 
Great God! 

mysis. What is it? 

pavos. The father of the bride interrupts us. I reject the 
plan I had first intended. 

mysis. I know not of what you chatter. 

pavos. Now I will make pretence to come this way, from 
the right. Do you see that your speech is serviceable to 
my discourse, as and when need calls. 

mysis. I understand nothing of what you do. But if there 
be aught you need my help in, as you see further than 
I, I will stay, that I may not hinder your convenience. 


[Zit Davos. 


Scene [V, CHREMES : MYSIS : DAVOS 
Enter Chremes 
CHREMES. I return, after preparing what was needful 
against my daughter’s marriage, to bid them fetch her. 
But what’s this? By God, it is a child! [Zo Mysis.] 
Woman, did you put this here? 
mysis. [Looking round for Davos.| Where is he? 
CHREMES. Willi you not answer me? 
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mysis. He is nowhere. Alack, for pity! the fellow hath 
left me and run away. 

[Enter Davos: Chremes withdraws to the background. 

pAvos. Heaven above us, what a crowd in the market- 
place! What a mort of men at their law-suits! Then 
corn is dear. [Aside.] I know not what else to say. 

mysis. [To Davos.] Beseech you, why did you leave me 
here alone? 

pavos. [Pretending to see the child for the first time.] Ha! 
What play-acting is this? You, Mysis, whence came this 
child? Who brought it here? 

mysis. Art in thy right wits to ask me that? 

pavos. Whom should I ask then? I see no one else 
here. 

CHREMES. [Aside.| I wonder whence it comes. 

pavos. [To Mysis, threatening her.| Will you tell what 
Task? 

mysis. Oh! 

pavos. [To Mysis, aside.| Get you more to the right. 

mysis. Thou art mad. Didst not thou thyself... 

pavos. [To Mysis aside.| Nota word from you except to 
answer my question: beware. [A/oud.] Will you revile 
me? Whence comes it? Say plainly. 

MysIS. From our house. 

Davos. Ha! Yet is it a wonder if the works of a wanton 
are without shame? 

CHREMES. [Aside.] This one, as I understand, is a serving- 
woman of the Andrian. 

Davos. [To Mysis.| Do we seem to you so fit to play 
these jests on? 

CHREMES [Aside.] I came in season. 
Avos. Zo Mysis.| Make haste now: take the child from 
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the doorway. [Aside.] Stop; beware of moving a step 
from where you are. 

mysIs. The gods destroy thee! Pity 0’ me, you fright me 
to death. 

pavos. Dol speak to you or do I not speak ? 

mysis. What’s your will? 

pavos. Do youask again? Declare, whose child it is you 
have placed here. Tell me that. 

mysis. Do you not know, you? 

pavos. Pass what I know. Answer my question. 

mysis. It is your master’s. 

pavos. What master? 

mysis. Pamphilus. 

pavos. How! What? It is Pamphilus’s. 

mysis. Well, is it not his? 

CHREMES. [Aside.| Rightly I shunned this marriage 
always. 

pavos. Oh, noteworthy villainy! 

MYSIS. Why art thou bawling? 

pavos. This child that I saw brought to you yestere een? 

mysis. O shameless rogue! 

pavos. ’Tis sooth. I saw Canthara all stuffed up with it 
under her cloak. 

mysis. Marry, God be thanked, there were several gentle- 
women present at the bearing. 

Davos. Verily she knows not the man on whose account 
she undertakes this. ‘If Chremes see a child laid in the 
doorway he will not give his daughter.’ He will give her 
all the more, by God. 

cHREMES. [Aside.] By God, he will not. 

pavos. [To Mysis.] Now, to make thee aware, if in- 
stantly thou removest not the child, I will tumble it into 
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the middle of the street, and will tumble thee on top of 
it in the mud. 

mysis. Marry, fellow, thou art drunk. 

Davos. One cheat begets another. Now I hear you 
whisper this wench is a citizen of Athens. 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Oh! 

pavos. ‘He shall be compelled by law to marry her.’ 

mysis. How, beseech you! and is she not citizen? 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Into what ridiculous mischance I have 
near fallen with my eyes shut! 

pavos. Who speaks there? [Affecting to see Chremes for 
the first time.| O Chremes, you come seasonably. Listen. 

CHREMES. I have already heard all. 

pavos. What, all? 

curemes. I have heard, I say, from the beginning. 

pavos. Save us! You have heard! Oh, villains! This 
slut deserves be dragged hence straight to the whipping- 
post. [Zo Mysis.] This is the man. Believe not it is 
Davos that you play with. 

MysIs. Pity o’ me! Marry, old gentleman, I have said 
naught but the truth. 

CHREMES. I know the whole business. Is Simo within? 

pavos. He is within. [Zxit Chremes into Simo’s house. 
Davos turns to Mysis.| 

mysis. Handle me not, villain! Marry, if I carry not all 
this to Glycerium ...! 

pavos. Ha! foolish one! Know you not what we have 
done? 

Mysis. How should I know? 

pavos. This is the father-in-law. This way only could it 
be brought about that he should know what we wished. 

mysis. ‘Thou shouldst have told me beforehand. 
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pavos. Is it small gain, think you, that you should play 
your part from your soul, as nature teaches, rather than 
with pains and industry ? 


Scene V. CRITO : MYSIS : DAVOS 
Enter Crito 


crito. Iwas in this street they said that Chrysis dwelt. 
Here she chose rather get dishonest riches 
Than live at home in honest poverty. 
She being dead, those goods by law return 
To me. I see some to question. [To Mysis and Davos.] 

Give you good-day. 

mysis. Beseech you, whom do I see? Is it not Crito, 

Cousin to Chrysis? *Tis he. 


CRITO. Why, Mysis, save you! 
MysIs. Save you, Crito! 
CREE Os OO > «ie. si Chrysis >— Well, well! 


mysis. Marry, we have lost her, and are lost for her 
alack! 

crito. What of you others? How goes it here? Well 
enough? 

mysis. We? Wedoas we can, according to the proverb, 
since we cannot do as we would. 

crito. What of Glycerium? Hath she yet found her 
parents here? 

mysis. Would she had! 

crito. Not found them yet? Then ina luckless hour 
I journeyed here. By Heaven, if I had known, 
I ne’er had set foot to it. This girl was called 
Her sister always and so held. She has got 
What Chrysis garnered. Now if I, a stranger, 


E 
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Pursue a suit, the case of others warns me 
What ease or profit I shall reap therein. 
Then I suppose she has some friend already, 
Who shall defend her: she was a growing maid 
The year she left us. They shall cry out upon me 
For a blackmailer, a beggarly pursuer 
Of heirships. Then, I would not rob the girl. 
ysis. O noble gentleman! Marry, Crito, thou keepest 
the old custom. 
criTo. Take me to her, that I may see her, since I have 
come here. 
mysis. Right willingly. 
[Exeunt Mysis and Crito into Glycerium’s house. 
pavos. I will follow them. I would not have our old man 
see me at this time. 
[Exit Davos into Glycerium’s house. 


ACT V 
Scene J. CHREMES : SIMO 
Enter Chremes and Simo 


CHREMES. Enough, enough you have proved my friend- 
ship, Simo; 

I have run risk enough. Now end your prayers. 

While I have studied to comply with you, 

I have almost fooled away my daughter’s life. 
simo. Nay, Chremes, rather at this time most of all 

ll ask and pray you to confirm in action 

The kindness which your words whiles back began. 
CHERMES. Look, in your eagerness you are unjust. 
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You neither do consider what you ask, 

Nor the limits of my courtesy, the while 

You accomplish your desire. If you considered 

You would give over loading me with wrong. 
simo. What wrong? 
CHREMES. Do you ask? You drove me give 

my daughter 

To a young man seized of another love, 

Abhorrent from the article of marriage, 

To sure discord and unsure wedlock give her, 

So by her pains and grief I might make him whole, 

Your son. You got your wish: I undertook 

When the matter suffered. Now it suffers not. 

Suffer it, you. They say this girl ’s a citizen: 

A child is born. Discharge us from your service. 
simo. I beg you by the Gods, bring not your mind 

To credit them, whose purpose best it serves 

He should be worst. This business all is forged 

And undertaken for the wedding’s sake. 

The cause removed from them for which they do it 


They shall desist. 

CHREMES. Not so. I saw myself 
The maid and Davos quarrelling. 

SIMO. I know. 

cHREMES. And that with no feigned face, neither aware 
That I was by. | 

SIMO. I well believe you. Davos 


Foretold to me awhile back they would do it. 
I did forget to tell you as I meant, 
I know not how. 
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Scene IT. DAVOS : CHREMES : SIMO : DROMO 
Enter Davos 


pavos. [Speaking back to those within Glycerium’s house.] 
I command you now, be of an easy mind... 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Lo! your Davos! 

simo. [Aside.] Why from that house? 

paAvos. Fortified by me and by the stranger... 

stmo. [Aside.] What mischief is this? 

pavos. The man, his coming, the time of it are the most 
seasonable that ever I saw. 

simo. [Aside.] O villain! Who is it now that he praises? 

pavos. Now the matter lies all in shoal water. 

smo. I will speak him forthwith. [Goes forward. 

Davos. [Seeing Simo.] It is my master. What shall I do? 

stmo. Welcome, thou honest servant. 

pavos. What! Simo! Worthy Chremes! All is ready 
now in the house. 

simo. Thou hast well ordered it. 

Davos. Fetch her when you will. 

smo. Well said, in sooth! To fetch her is all we now lack. 
Now answer me this, what is thy business yonder? 

pavos. Mine? 

simo. Aye. 

pavos. Mine? 

simo. Again, thine. 

DAvos. I went in a moment ago. 

simo. Did I ask thee how long? 

pavos. Along with your son. 

stMo. What! is Pamphilus within there? Pity o’ me I am 
racked with fear. How, gallows, didst thou not say there 
was enmity between them? 
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pavos. There is. 

siMo. Wherefore then is he with her? 

CHREMES. Why should you suppose? They go to law 
with one another. 

pavos. Nay, truly, Chremes. I must make you hear 
shameful work. Just now comes an old man yonder, 
assured and artful. When you look in his face, he looks 
to be of any estimation. A sober sadness in his counte- 
nance and credit in his speech. 

simo. [To Chremes.] What is he bringing us now? 

pavos. Nay, I bring nothing, but what I heard him say. 

simo. To be short, what says he? 

pavos. That he knows Glycerium to be citizen of Athens. 

simo. [Calling.| Ho! Dromo, Dromo! 

pavos. What’s this? 

simo. Dromo! 

pavos. Listen! 

simo. If thou makest one word more—Dromo! 

pavos. Listen, beseech you! 

[Enter Dromo, a strong slave. 

promo. [Zo Simo.] What’s your will? 

simo. Up and away with him. Carry him in this instant. 

DRoMO. Whom? 

simo. Davos. 

pavos. Why? 

stmo. Because it is my pleasure. Away with him, I say! 

pavos. What have I done? 

smo. Away! 

pavos. If you find me a liar in any particular, slay me 
outright. 

smo. Not a word! 

promo. [Seizing Davos.| I shall make thee stir presently. 
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pavos. [Zo Simo.| Even though this be true? 

stmo. Even so. [Zo Dromo.] See he be bound and 
guarded. And listen, set him in fetters, hand to foot. 
[Dromo carries off Davos.| Marry, come up now: I will 
teach thee to-day, if I live, the danger of deceiving thy 
master—and him yonder of his father. 

CHREMES. Come, rage not so unmercifully. 

simo. Oh, Chremes, call you this a dutiful child! Have 
you no pity of me, to take such pains for such a son? 
[Calling.| Pamphilus, now! Come forth, Pamphilus! 
Hast thou no shame? 


Scene IIT, PAMPHILUS : SIMO : CHREMES 
Enter Pamphilus, from Glycerium’s house 


PAMPHILUS. Who calls me?—I am undone! It is my 
father. 
simo. What sayest, thou ofall... 
CHREMES. Come, bring your speech 
To the matter rather, and give over cursing. 
siMo. Can any cursing be too hard for him? 
How sayest then? Is Glycerium a citizen? 
PAMPHILUS. So they aver. 
SIMO. So they aver! Assurance 
Unbounded! Doth he now consider his words? 
Is he sorry for his deeds? Look, doth his colour 
Shew any sign of shame? That he should be 
So infirm of mind, to study still to have her 
Against the law and custom of the city, 
Against his father’s wish, and to his own 
Utmost reproach! 
PAMPHILUS. Oh! what a wretch am I! 
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SIMO. So you perceive it, Pamphilus, now at last! 
Before, before, when thus you framed your mind 
That your desires must all ways be accomplished, 
That was the day this word fell true for you. 
But why do I thus? Wherefore torment myself? 
Why do I seethe, and trouble my old age 
With his boy’s madness? Is it that I must bear 
The punishment of his sins? Nay, let him have her, 
Let him go hang, and live with her. 

PAMPHILUS. My father! 

simMo. What’s this, ‘My father’? You need no father here. 
You have found for yourselfa home, a wife, and children 
Despite your father. You have brought them here 
Shall say she’s citizen. The game is yours. 

PAMPHILUS. Father, may la word? 

SIMO. What words have you 
For me? 

CHREMES. Nay, Simo, listen notwithstanding. 

smo. Must I listen, Chremes? To what? 


CHREMES. Come, let him speak. 
simo. Well, let him speak, I suffer it. 
PAMPHILUS. I confess 


I love her. If that’s a sin I own it too. 
Father, I give myself into your hands: 
Put any load on me you will: command me. 
Would you I take a wife? This one dismiss? 
T’'ll bear it as I can. This one thing only 
Believe not, I beseech you, that this old man 
Suborned by me. Let me prove myself guiltless, 
And bring him to your face. 
SIMO. You would bring him here? 


PAMPHILUS. Allow me, father. 
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CHREMES. What he asks is just. 
Give grace. 

PAMPHILUS. Let me beg this of you. 

SIMO. iter 


[Exit Pamphilus into Glycerium’s house. 
Chremes, I’d rather anything than find 
He had deceived me. 
CHREMES. Though the offence be great 
A father may the punishment abate. 


Scene IV. CRITO : CHREMES : SIMO : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Crito and Pamphilus from Glycerium’s house 


cRITO. Cease your entreaty—any single cause 

Of three bids me to do it; either your service, 

Or that it’s true, or for Glycerium’s sake. 
CHREMES. Do I see Crito of Andros? Sure, ’tis he. 
cRITO. Save you, Chremes! 


CHREMES. What do you at Athens 
Out of your wont? 

CRITO. It chanced. But is this Simo? 

CHREMES. *Tis he. 

CRITO. Simo... 

SIMO. Seekest thou me? So! fellow, 


Sayest thou Glycerium is a citizen here? 
crITO. Do you deny it? 


SIMO. Comest thou all prepared ? 
crITO. In what? 
SIMO. Thou askest? Shalt do thus unpunished ? 


Dost thou come here to inveigle to their harm 
Unskilful boys nurtured in gentlehood ? 
Dost dupe them with thine oaths and promises? 
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criTo. Art in thy senses? 
smo. And patch their harlotries to make a marriage? 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Iam lost. I fear the stranger will not 
stand to ’t. 
CHREMES. Simo, if you but knew this man enough, 
You should not think thus. He is an honest man. 
stMo. An honest man? Has it so patly chanced 
He came to-day for the wedding, though before 
Never? In sooth I must believe him, Chremes. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.]| Did I not fear my father, I could 
teach him 
A proper lesson here. 
simo. [Zo Crito.] Blackmailer! 


CRITO. How now! 

CHREMES. Crito, he’s ever thus: 
Take no note of him. 

CRITO. Let him look to his manners. 


If he continue rail on me to his liking 

He shall hear that he likes not. Have I hand 

Or part in your affairs? Bear your own trouble 
With patience as you may. What I have to tell 
Can soon be known if true or false I heard it. 
Some few years since a certain man of Athens, 
His ship all broke, was cast ashore on Andros, 
And yon girl with him, then a little maid. 

He in his poverty, by chance betook him 

To Chrysis’ father first. 


SIMO. He starts his fable. 

CHREMES. Let be! 

CRITO. Will he interrupt me thus! 

CHREMES. Continue. 


criTto. Next—he that received him was my kinsman. 
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There heard I from himself he was Athenian, 
And there he died. 

CHREMES. His name. 

CRITO. His name! So quick 
You'd have it? [Pauses.]| Phania? Ah! I’ve lost it. Nay, 
I’ faith I think ’twas Phania; this 1 am sure, 

He said he was of Rhamnus. 

CHREMES. God in Heaven! 

criTO. This story, Chremes, many others heard 
That time in Andros. 

CHREMES. Pray that thing be true 
Which I do hope. Now, tell me, what of the girl? 


Said he she was his own? 


CRITO. Nay. 

CHREMES. Whose? 

CRITO. His brother’s. 

CHREMES. She’s mine for sure. 

CRITO. What say you? 

SIMO. What are you saying? 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Pamphilus, prick thine ears! 

SIMO. Why think you so? 

CHREMES. Yon Phania was my brother. 

SIMO. Him I knew, 
And knew for such. 

CHREMES. Hence fleeing from the wars 


He voyages to Asia, following me. 
This child he feared at that time leave behind. 
Now first I hear since then what fate befell him. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] I scarce contain myself, my spirit so 
stirred 
With fear. and hope and joy and wonderment 
By this so sudden and so great good fortune. 
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smo. [To Chremes.] Surely for many reasons I am glad 
You have found her yours. 

PAMPHILUS. Father, I well believe it. 

CHREMES. One grain of doubt remains which gives meirk, 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] That thou deservest, O crabstick, 


for thy doubting: 
Thou lookest for knots in a bulrush! 
CRITO. What is that? 
CHREMES. The name agrees not. 
CRITO. I’ faith she had another 
When she was little. 
CHREMES. What, Crito? Dost remember? 


crito. I seek it. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.| Shall I suffer his memory 
Stand i’ the way of my pleasure, when I myself 
Can cure myself in this ? [Aloud.| Chremes, the name 
You seek is Pasibula. 
CHREMES. The very one. 
CRITO. That’s she. 
PAMPHILUS. I heard it from herself a thousand times. 
smo. Chremes, I do believe that you believe 
We all rejoice at this. 


CHREMES. So help me Heaven 
I do believe it. 
PAMPHILUS. Father, for what remains... 


stmo. This turn has turned my anger long ago 
To grace and favour. 


PAMPHILUS. Oh, my gracious father! 
[To Chremes.] Touching my wife, Chremes will make 
no change 


Since I have had possession ? 
CHREMES. Your plea is good. 
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Unless your father other says. 


PAMPHILUS. ‘Rhatsurely . 2: 

stmo. So be it. 

CHREMES. The dowry, Pamphilus, ten talents. 
PAMPHILUS. I take it. 

CHREMES. I haste to my daughter. Crito there, 


Go with me, for I think she knows me not. 
[EZxeunt Chremes and Crito to Glycerium’s house. 
simo. [Zo Pamphilus.| Wherefore not bid them carry her 
over here? 
PAMPHILUS. The counsel’s good. I will entrust the 
business 
To Davos. 
SIMO. That’s not possible. 
PAMPHILUS. Wherefore? 
simo. He has another business, more his own, 
More pressing. 
PAMPHILUS. What? 
SIMO. He is in fetters. 
PAMPHILUS. Father! 
He is not fettered fairly. 
SIMO. Then it is not 
As I gave order. 
PAMPHILUS. Bid him be loosed, beseech you. 
smo. Well, be it so. 
PAMPHILUS. Nay, quickly. 
SIMO. Pll go in. 
[Exit Simo into his house. 


PAMPHILUS. Oh blest and happy day. 
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Scene V. CHARINUS : PAMPHILUS : DAVOS 
Enter Charinus 


CHARINUS. [Aside.] 1 come to see what Pamphilus does. 
He is here! 
PAMPHILUS. A man might think perhaps I cannot think 
This matter true; yet that it is so true 
Makes my delight. I hold the immortal Gods 
For this immortal, that their joys are constant. 
And I to immortality have won, 
If in my joy no sorrow comes between. 
Whom would I choose the most were given me now 
To tell it to? 
CHARINUS. [Aside.] What means his rejoicing ? 
[Enter Davos from Simo’s house. 
PAMPHILUS. Davos I see. No man alive I’d rather ; 
He above all in his heart’s core, I know, 
Will in my joys rejoice. 
DAVOS. Is Pamphilus 
Anywhere here? 
PAMPHILUS. Davos! 
pavos. Who’s that? 
PAMPHILUS. I. 
pavos. Oh, Pamphilus! 
PAMPHILUS. You know not what has befallen me. 
Davos. True, but I know what has befallen me. 
PAMPHILUS. I know it too. 
pavos. This is the manner of men, that learn you should 
My evil hap before I learn your good. 
pAMPHILUS. My dear Glycerium hath found her parents. 
pavos. Well done! 
cHARINUS. [Aside.] Ha! 
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DAVOS. Who? 
PAMPHILUS. Chremes. 
pavos. A proper tale! 

PAMPHILUS. Now to my marrying her. 


No hindrance. 

cHARINUS. [Aside.] Dreams he in this the things he 
wished awake? 

PAMPHILUS. Then for the child, Davos, ... 


DAVOS. Oh, stop! 
He’s Heaven’s favourite! 

CHARINUS. [Aside.] If this be true 
I am saved. [ll speak with them. [ Advances. 


PAMPHILUS. [Seeing Charinus.| Who’s there? Charinus, 
You come to me most seasonably. 
CHARINUS. Well done! 
PAMPHILUS. Hast heard? 
CHARINUS. All. Come, in your prosperous fortunes 
Take thought for me. Chremes is now all yours: 
All that you wish he’ll do, I am assured. 
PAMPHILUS. That’s in my mind; and now to wait him here 
Till he come out were tedious. Follow this way. 
He’s with Glycerium now. You, Davos, go, 
Haste to the house, fetch them to carry her hence. 
Come, stand you so? Why do you loiter? 
DAVOS. I go. 
[Exeunt Pamphilus and Charinus into Glycerium’s house. 
Davos. [Zo the audience.] Wait not their coming forth, 
Within is acted 
The troth-plight and what’s else to be transacted. 
CANTOR. Your hands! 


THE SELF-TORMENTOR 


CHREMES 


MENEDEMUS 
CLITIPHO 
CLINIA 
SYRUS 
DROMO 


SOSTRATA 
ANTIPHILA 


A NURSE 
BACCHIS 
PHRYGIA 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


An old gentleman of Attica, living in the 
country. 

His neighbour. 

Son to Chremes. 

Son to Menedemus. 

Slave to Chremes, servant to Clitipho. 

A slave, servant to Clinia. 


Wife to Chremes. 
A girl, mistress to Clinia, afterwards found 
to be daughter to Chremes. 


A courtesan. 
Maidservant to Bacchis. 


The scene is laid in the country, in Attica, outside the 
country house of Chremes, that of Menedemus being 


near by. 


PROLOGUE 
Spoken by L. Ambivius Turpio' 


MarvEL not that on these grey hairs is laid 
A task more meet for boys. Of that I’ll speak 
The purpose anon. This first: here’s to be played 
An untouched piece and from the untouched Greek, 
“The Self-Tormentor’. From a single plot 
*Tis made a double. That the play is new, 
And what it is, I’ve shown you. Now, fe wrote, 
And whose the Greek, did I not think you knew, 
The most of you, I’d tell. And now to state 
Why I take Prologue’s part, ’tis this in short: 
No Prologue am I meant, but advocate; 
The poet brings his case to you to court. 
He chose me for his pleader; but my plea 
Shall only so in eloquence be strong 
As of his reasoning the strength shall be 
Who wrote these words of which I am the tongue. 
As for the tale his evil-wishers quote 
That many Greek he patches to obtain 
Few Latin plays—why, he denies it not; 
He is not sorry, and will do’t again. 
There’s good example for it, and he claims 
To be allowed to follow others’ use. 
Then, as to that the spiteful elder blames, 
That suddenly he comes to court the Muse, 
And on his friends relies, not on his wit; 
Ye are the judges, let your verdict hold. 


t A celebrated actor in Rome at the time this play was pro- 
duced (163 B.c.). 
F 
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Therefore I pray you all, take note of it, 

Lest our right plea by wrong should be controlled. 
Be just: let them have privilege to rise, 

Who give you privilege new plays to see, 

Plays without fault—This not to him applies 
Who, in late showing, made the people flee 
Before a running slave! Should madmen sway? 
More of his faults our poet here forbears: 

He’ll tell them when he gives another play, 
Unless the rascal of his railing spares. 

Now be attentive. Give me leave to find 

A silent house. This is no knock-about. 

I’m old, and would not always be assigned 
With limbs and lungs to toil and sweat and shout, 
While as a busy slave I run and cheat, 

Or as a bold blackmailer I engage, 

Or as a parasite full fain to eat, 

Or greedy bawd, or old man in a rage. 

Because of me, give you this cause the right, 
That of my toil some part may minished be. 
They spare not age, who now new pieces write; 
If the play’s difficult, they run to me; 

If easy ’tis, to others they resort. 

In this is simple discourse: therefore try 

What my poor talents can in either sort. 

If I have never put too greedily 

Price on my art, but thought my greatest gain 
Was when I could most greatly serve your ease, 
Set me for pattern, that the youth may strain 
More in your judgement than their own to please. 


ACFI 
Scene I, CHREMES : MENEDEMUS 


CHREMES. Though our acquaintance be but lately grown— 
Since you did buy this manor next to mine— 
And other business with you I have none, 
Either your merit or mere neighbourhood— 
Which to my mind is friendship’s bedfellow— 
Makes me thus bold familiarly to chide you. 
Methinks you put more labour on yourself 
Than fits your years, more than your state demands. 
God’s faith, what would you, or what seek you so? 
Your years are full three score, I guess, or more: 
A fairer manor in this country side, 
No man possesses or of richer revenue: 
Your hinds are many: yet, as you had none, 
You strain yourself to do their offices. 
Early as I go out or late return, 
Always I see you digging in your fields, 
Or at the plough, or sweating ’neath some load. 
No time you slacken nor regard yourself. 
Not for your pleasure do you thus, for sure, 
Since you will oft complain how much’s to do. 
Did you but spend, to exercise your slaves, 
That labour you expend in slavish toil, 
You should accomplish more. 
MENEDEMUS. Tell me now, Chremes, 
Have you such leisure from your own affairs, 
To mind a stranger’s, which regard you not? 
CHREMES. I am a man, and count no man’s affairs 
Stranger to me. Think, if you will, I chide, 


F2 


68 THE SELF-TORMENTOR Act I 


Or but inquire in this; if right, to follow, 
If wrong, deter you. 
MENEDEMUS. This is my use. Do you as suits your need. 
CHREMES. Has any man a use to plague himself? 
MENEDEMUS. [I have. 
CHREMES. I would not vex you, but come, tell 
me, 
How have you of yourself so ill deserved ? 
MENEDEMUs. Alas! [Sods.] 
CHREMES. Weep not, but tell me what the matter is, 
Keep not back: fear not: trust me, I will find 
Counsel or aid or comfort to your mind. 
MENEDEMUS. Do you desire to know? 
CHREMES. Aye, for the cause 
I said. 
MENEDEMUS. [’Il tell. 
CHREMES. Then, while you tell, lay down 
That mattock, and your toil. 
MENEDEMUS. Nay. 
CHREMES. What’s your purpose? 
MENEDEMUS. Suffer me to refuse myself one instant 
Vacant of toil. 
CHREMES. [ Taking the mattock.] In truth, I will not suffer it. 
MENEDEMUS. You wrong me. 
CHREMES. [Weighing mattock.] Prithee, why so heavy this? 
MENEDEMUS. I have deserved it. 
CHREMES. Tell your tale. 
MENEDEMUS. I have 
An only son. Alas! Why do I say 
‘I have’? Chremes, I had a son. I know not 
If now I have. 
CHREMES. How comes it? 
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MENEDEMUS. You shall know. 
There is a stranger woman here, from Corinth, 
Both old and poor: her daughter by my son 
Came to be loved so dearly that he held her 
More wife than mistress. This in secret from me. 
When I did learn it, barbarously I began 
Not as I should to entreat the boy’s sick mind 
But like the frantic father in a fable. 
Daily I railed on him—‘What, dost thou hope, 
Be let this license longer, me alive, 
To keep thy wanton as she were a wife? 
You err, if so you think, and know not me. 
I am content you should be called my son, 
Long as your acts beseem it. Be they other 
I’ll find a way beseems me deal with you. 
This business comes from too much idleness. 
I at your years spent not my time on love, 
But being poor travelled to Asia: there 
I won both wealth and fame in arms at once.’ 
At last, it came to this; by often hearing 
The same tale dinned the boy was overcome: 
He deemed that in my years and loving-kindness 
More wisdom for him lay and providence 
Than in himself. He went to Asia, Chremes, 
To the King, to service in his wars. 


CHREMES. How say you? 
MENEDEMUS. In secret he departed, and now three months 
Is gone. 


CHREMES. Ye are both blameworthy; but his emprise 
Marks a soul, ware of honour and no sluggard. 

MENEDEMvs. Soon as I learned it from his privy friends, 
I go back sadly to my house, my mind 
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Almost confounded and distraught for grief. 

I sit: my servants run, pull off my boots: 

Others I see hurry to lay the bed, 

To serve the supper: every one in zeal 

To do what might assuage my heaviness. 

This seeing, I began to ponder thus; 

‘What! are so many troubled in my cause 

Alone to fill me? Shall so many maids 

Clothe me? Shall I make such great expense 

Alone i’ the house? The whiles my only son, 

Who should enjoy this with me—nay much more, 

Since to enjoyment meeter are his years— 

I have by mine injustice driven hence, 

Poor boy! In sooth I would impute myself 

Deserving any evil, did I so. 

Therefore, while he shall lead his life in want, 

In exile from his country through my wrongs, 

So long I will avenge him on myself 

With toil and pinching, making gain for him.’ 

So I do straight: leave nothing in the house, 

Nor plate, nor hangings: all I swept away. 

Bondmen and bondmaids all I sent to market 

And sold, save those that working in the fields 

Could easy earn their cost. The very house 

I put to auction. Fifteen talents so 

Or thereabouts I gathered. Then I bought 

This farm and here I put myself to work. 

My mind is, Chremes, that I do my son 

Less wrong so as I make myself most wretched ; 

And that I must enjoy no pleasure here 

Till he is safe returned to share it with me. 
CHREMES. Methinks you are indulgent in your nature, 
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But you knew not your son, nor he his father: 
So comes it, when we live not frankly. You 
Never did show him how you valued him, 
Nor he dared trust you, as is a father’s right. 
Had this been done you had not so mischanced. 
MENEDEMUS. I do confess it so; My sin is great. 
CHREMES. Yet, Menedemus, now I fairly hope 
And trust he shall be safe at home ere long. 
MENEDEMUS. Heaven grant it so! 
CHREMES It will. Now ifit please you 
To-day’s our harvest feast. Will you with me? 
MENEDEMUS. I cannot. 


CHREMES. Wherefore? Prithee, spare yourself 
This little: so much would your son desire 
Though exiled. 
MENEDEMUS. I, who urged him so to labour 
May not now shun it. 
CHREMES. Are you so resolved? 
MENEDEMUS. Yea. 
CHREMES. Fare you well! 
MENEDEMUS. And you! [Goes back to work 
CHREMES. He has made me weep 


With pity for him—Novw, as goes the hour, 
’Tis time to warn my neighbour Phania here 
To come to supper with me. I'll go see 
If he’s at home. 
[Exit Chremes: while he is absent from the stage a Dance of 
Guests takes place. 
cHrEMES. [Returning.| No need to warn him. This long 
time a’s been, 


They tell me, at my house. I do myself 
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Make my guests wait. I will within. But stay, 
I hear the latch 0’ the door. Some one comes out. 
I'll step this way. 


Scene IT. CLITIPHO : CHREMES 


Clitipho comes through the door speaking to Clinia who re- 
mains within 


CLITIPHO. There is nought yet to be afraid for, Clinia! 
They are still not late, and I am well assured she shall 
come to you here to-day along with your messenger. So 
put away this idle troubling spirit that torments you. 

CHREMES. [Aside.| With whom does my son speak ? 

CLITIPHO. Here is my father, whom I wanted. I will to 

him. Father, you come seasonably. 

CHREMES. How’s that? 

CLITIPHO. Know you Menedemus, our neighbour here? 

CHREMES. | know him well— 

CLITIPHO. Know you he hasa son? 

CHREMES. I heard he was in Asia. 

CLITIPHO. Not so, father. He is in our house. 

CHREMES. How say you? 

cLiTipHo. As hearrived and landed from his ship I brought 
him straight to supper, for we have been familiar since 
we were boys. 

CHREMES. ‘This is most joyful tidings. I would I had com- 
pelled Menedemus more strongly to be our guest, that 
I might first in mine own house offer him this pleasure 
unlooked for. But there is time even now. 

cLiTIPHO. Take heed what youdo, father. No need of this. 

CHREMES. Wherefore ? 
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CLITIPHO. Because it is still uncertain what he should do 
with himself. He is but just come. He fears everything: 
his father’s anger, and what mind his mistress may have 
to him. He loves her most unhappily. This coil and 
his going off were on her account. 

CHREMES. I know. 

cLiTipHo. Now he has sent a boy to her in the City; I sent 
our Syrus along. 

CHREMES. What is his tale? 

cLiITIPHO. ‘That he is unhappy. 

CHREMES. Unhappy? Whom should you think less so? 
What lacks he to possess of goods as men account them? 
A father, a country that stands whole in safety, friends, 
family, kinsmen, riches! Yet all these are but as the mind 
of him that hath them. Goods for him who knows how to 
use them; evils for him that uses them wrongly. 

cLiTIPHO. Nay, the old man, his father, bore hardly on 
him always; and now I most of all fear he may in his 
wrath do him some more than sufficient wrong. 

CHREMES. He? [Aside.] But I must restrain myself, for it 
is useful he should go in fear of him. 

cLiTIPHO. What say you to yourself? 

CHREMES. I will tell you. Howsoever it was, he should 
have stayed at home. Perchance his father was some- 
thing harsher than his liking. He should suffer it. Whom 
should a man suffer if not his own father? Was it justice 
that the father should live after the son’s fashion, or the 
son after the father’s? In that he pretends him hard, it is 
not so; for the injustice of fathers is most of one kind, 
be they ever so little reasonable. They will not have their 
sons haunt brothels and taverns: they supply their ex- 
pense sparingly. Yet is all this for their virtue. Buttruly, 
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Clitipho, when a man’s mind hath fallen into bondage to 
evil desires, he must needs pursue the primrose path. 
This is wisdom: make your risk in the example of others, 
to serve your own use. 

cLITIPHO. I do believe it. 

CHREMES. I will go within, to see what we have for supper. 
Do you, since the hour is late, see you go not far away. 


[Exit Chremes. 
ACT II 


Scene I, CLITIPHO 


cLITIPHO. What unjust judges are fathers against all youth. 
They think it right that we should straightway from chil- 
dren grow into old men, and be strangers to all the matters 
that youth brings with it. They govern us according to 
the desires they have now, not those which they had 
formerly. If I ever have a son I vow he shall find me an 
easy father. I will find place to pardon a fault as well as 
place to find it. Not like mine, who foists his maxims on 
me by the instance of another. A plague! When he has 
drunk a little overly, what monstrous deeds he relates me 
of himself! Now quoth he, ‘Make your risk on others to 
serve your own use’. An old fox! I trow he knows not 
how deaf I am now to his moralities. Now the sayings of 
my mistress move me more—‘Give this’ and “Bring that’ 
—Yet I have not the wherewithal to answer her nor is 
any man more unhappy than I. For yon Clinia, though 
he too hath a handful with his own business, yet hath a 
wench well and modestly nurtured, knowing not the 
tricks 0’ the trade. Mine is a powerful wanton, vain- 
glorious, a great spender, very notable. All that I give 
her is ‘Good, good’; for I have some scruple to tell her 
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I have naught. It is not long since I have lighted on this 
piece of calamity, and my father knows it not even now. 


Scene IT, CLINIA : CLITIPHO 


cLINIA. [From the doorway.| [fall went well with my love, 
I know they had come long ere this; but I fear me the 
girl hath been corrupted in my absence. Many reason- 
ings concur to swell this mind in me—Opportunity, 
place, age, an evil mother that rules her, who hath no 
palate but for a purse. 

CLITIPHO. Clinia! 

cLinta. Ah, woe is me! 

cLiTIPHO. Wilt have a care now, that no one see thee 
coming from my father’s house? 

cLintA. I will. But for sure my mind presages some mis- 
fortune. 

cLITIPHO. Dost thou go to make judgement on that 
before thou knowest the truth of it? 

ctinta. Were no mishap, they would now be here. 

cLiTiPpHo. They will be here anon. 

cyinta. When shall be anon? 

cLiTIPHO. Dost not consider it is something far from 
here? And then thou knowest the ways of women. 
While they get them a-move, while they try this and 
that, it is a twelvemonth. 

cuintA. O Clitipho, I am afraid. 

cLiTiPHO. Breathe again! Behold Dromo and Syrus with 

him: they come to you. 
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Scene LIT. syRUS : DROMO : CLINIA : CLITIPHO 


Enter Syrus and Dromo 


syRus. Say you? 

DROMO. It is so. 

syrus. Look you now! The while we chop stories the 
women are left behind. 

cLiTiPHo. [Aside.] Dost hear, Clinia? Thy wenchis here. 

cuinta. [Aside.] Truly now at last I hear and see and am 
healed, Clitipho, 

promo. Little wonder. They are so encumbered. They 
bring with them a herd of serving-women. 

cLINIA. [Aside.] Death! whence got she serving-women? 

CLITIPHO. [Aside.] Ask you me? 

syrus. They could not be left: they bring so much stuff. 

CLINIA. [Aside.] Misfortune! 

syrus. Trinkets: robes. And it grows evening and they 
know not the way. We have done foolishly. Go you 
now, Dromo, and meet them. Haste! Why stand you 
there? 

cLINIA. [Aside.] Alack, alack, how I am fallen from hope. 

CLITIPHO. [Aside.] What is it? What troubles you now? 

cLINiA. [Aside.] Ask you what? Dost not see? Serving- 
women, trinkets, robes. Whence think you she had 
them, whom I left here with one young maid? 

CLITIPHO. [Aside.] Oh, now I understand at last. 

syrus. Gods! What a rout! Our house will scarce hold 
them for sure. How they will devour; how swill! What 
a misery for the old master! But here are those I would 
see. 

cuintA. Oh! Heaven, where is faith? While I for thee 
Wandered abroad in exile—mad, oh, mad!— 
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Thou in that time, Antiphila, for thyself 
Hast heaped up riches and hast me forsook 
In my misfortunes: thou, on whose account 
I am sunk in infamy and disobedient 
To my own father. How I pity him, 
And am ashamed! Oft he would din i’ my ears 
The ways of harlots. Oh! that he warned in vain 
And could not drag me from her. Natheless, now 
I'll do it, though I would not when it might 
Bring me to favour. I am most unhappy! 
syrus. [Aside.] Forsooth he runs astray touching the 
words 
We spoke. [Aloud.] Clinia, you do receive your love 
For other than she is: her life unchanged 
Is, and her mind to you from what it was, 
As I conjecture make from what I found. 
cLInIA. How, I beseech you? Nothing would I rather 
Than find suspicion false in this. 
SYRUS. This first 
That you may know the whole. The crone, her mother, 
As she was called before, was never so; 
Now she is dead. I chanced to hear her tell 
The other this i’ the way. 
CLITIPHO. Who is that other? 
syrus. Hold! Let me first relate what I began: 
Then I will come there, Clitipho. 
CLITIPHO. Make haste. 
syrus. This first, when we came to the house Dromo 
knocks hard 
On the door: a crone comes; when she had opened 
He rushes in: I follow: she puts up 
The bar of the door and to her wheel returns. 
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From this thing only, Clinia, might be known 
What discipline she practised, you away. 
For when a woman’s taken unawares, 
The matter then gives fully to conjecture 
The use and custom of her daily life, 
Whereby her temper is most truly shown. 
We find the girl herself close at the loom 
Modestly clad, in a sad coloured robe, 
—For the old woman’s death, as I suppose— 
No trinkets; so apparelled as are they 
Who dress for themselves: not fined up with the tricks 
That women use: her hair lay long and combed, 
Upon her shoulders negligently thrown. 
Enough. 
CLINIA. — Syrus, beseech you, cheat me not 
Throwing me into gladness. 
SYRUS. The old woman 
Wove at a web: besides was only one 
A maid, that spun with her, clothed in a clout, 
Unkempt and grimy. 
CLITIPHO. Clinia, if this be true, 
As I do think it, you are most fortunate. 
Mark you, the maid he said in dirt and rags: 
Your mistress by this token is out of harm, 
Seeing her go-betweens are so neglected: 
For ’tis their custom with the maid to share, 
Who to the mistress would a way prepare. 
cLInIA. Go on, I pray you, but be not studious 
To raise false hope. What says she when you name me? 
syrus. When we have told her that you are returned 
And pray her come to you, she leaves her loom 
And all her eyes become a fount of tears 
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Which, you might well perceive, flowed from desire. 

CLINIA. So love me Heaven, I am mazed by gladness now; 
So much I feared before. 

CLITIPHO. But I knew there was no reason. Come now, 
Syrus, it is time you tell us who is that other. 

syrus. We bring your Bacchis with us. 

CLITIPHO. How? Bacchis? Villain, where bring you her? 

syrus. Where? Here forsooth. 

CLITIPHO. T’o my father’s? 

syrus. To your father’s. 

CLITIPHO. Oh, shameless villain! 

syrus. Marry, ‘Not without risk are deeds of glory done’. 

cLiTipHoO. Mark him! Will you seek reputation, rogue, at 
the risk of my life? If you stumble ever so little in this, 
Iam utterly undone. What’s to do with him? 

syrus. Nay verily... 

cLiTIPHO. Verily what? 

syRus. I will tell you, an you give me leave. 

CLINIA. Give him leave. 

CLITIPHO. I give it. 

syrus. This matter is now thus... as it were... when.. 

cLiTIPHO. A plague! What riddle does he begin to spin 
me now? 

CLINIA. Syrus, he speaks truth. Put away: come to your 
matter. 

syrus. Truly, I can keep silence no longer. Clitipho, 
thou art in divers ways injurious and not to be endured. 

cuiniA. [Zo Clitipho.] Nay, by Heaven you must hear him. 
Hold your peace. 

syrus. You would love: you would possess: you would 
have that provided that you should give her: but you 
would have no risk to yourself in possessing. You are 
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wise and no fool, if it is wisdom to desire that which is 
not possible. Either must you take this with that, or put 
away that with this. See now, which of these two con- 
ditions you will choose. Though I know the plan that 
I conceived to be a fair plan and a safe plan. For it is a 
plenty that your mistress should be with you in your 
father’s house, without fear. Moreover, the money you 
have promised her I will find by this same way: the which 
that I would do you have long made my ears deaf with 
your praying. What else would you? 

cLITIPHO. If indeed this happens. 

syrus. If indeed! You shall know by trial of it. 

CLITIPHO. Come, come! Out with your plan. What is it? 

syrus. We will pretend that your wench is his wench. 

CLITIPHO. Fine! What shall he do with his own? Or 
shall she be called his too, if this one alone be not enough 
to put him to shame ? 

syrus. Nay, she shall be taken to your mother. 

cLiTipHo. Why to her? 

syrus. It were too long if I should tell you why I do that, 
Clitipho. 

cLINIA. There is good reason in’t. 

CLITIPHO. Fables! I see no assurance why it should ad- 
vantage me to accept this dread. 

syrus. Hold! I have another plan, if you dread this, such 
as ye shall both confess to be without danger. 

CLITIPHO. I pray you find one of that sort. 

CLINIA. Yea, truly. 

syrus. I will go meet them and tell them to go back home. 

cLITIPHO. Good lack! What said you there? 
I will thus make all dread to depart from you, so that you 
may sleep soundly on either ear. 
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CLITIPHO. [Zo Clinia.] What now shall I do? 

CLINIA. Do you ask? ifa good... 

cLITIPHO. [Zo Syrus.] Syrus, tell me now truly... 

syrus. Go to! To-day you shall desire it too late, yea and 
to no purpose. 

CLINIA. ... be given you, enjoy it while you may; for you 
know not... 

CLITIPHO. Syrus, I say! 

syrus. Go, go! Yet I do as I said. [Starts to go off: 

CLINIA. ... if you ever shall be offered it again. 

CLITIPHO. It is true, by God. Syrus, Syrus, I say. Ho! 
Syrus. 

syRus. [Aside.] He grows warm. [Aloud.] What would 
you? 

CLITIPHO. Come back, come back. 

syrus. [Rezurning.] I am here—What is it? Now will 
you say this too does not please you? 

CLITIPHO. Nay, Syrus, 
Myself, my love, my fame, I trust to you, 
Be you the judge. See you fall not in fault. 

syrus. Clitipho, this admonishment is folly— 
As if my fortune here were less at venture 
Than yours. If to mischance the matter turn 
Words are in store for you but stripes for me. 
Wherefore the business is not for my slighting, 
Entreat your friend he will pretend her his. 

cinta. In truth I’ll do it: for we are come to this 
Where needs must. 


CLITIPHO. Clinia, you deserve my love. 
cLINIA. But see she slip not. 
SYRUS. She is thoroughly schooled. 


cLiTiPHo. I marvel you so quickly could persuade her 
G 


82 THE SELF-TORMENTOR Act IIT 


Whose wont is to refuse, and such! 
syrus. I came to her in season, which is chief 
Ofall things. For I found a captain with her 
Who piteously desired a night of her. 
She skilfully did play him, to inflame 
His greedy soul with want, and by the same 
To make her coming most esteemed by you. 
But look you! heed yourself, nor rashly fall. 
Your father has, you know, a seeing eye; 
And you I know not master of yourself. 
Shun double meanings, sighs, twisting of necks, 
Smiles, coughs, and hems. 
CLITIPHO. You shall praise me. 
syRus. See you be so. 
CLITIPHO. You shall marvel at me yourself. 
syrus. See how quickly the wenches have followed us. 
cLiTIPHO. Where are they? Why do you hold me back? 
syrus. Now, for the present, she is none of yours. 
CLITIPHO. I know, at my father’s. But now meantime. 
syrus. None the more. 
CLITIPHO. Give me leave. 
syRus. I say no. 
CLITIPHO. Beseech you, for a minute. 
syRus. I forbid. 
CLITIPHO. A kiss at least. 
syRuS. Get you gone, if you are wise. 
CLITIPHO. I go—What of him? 
syRus. He shall stay. 
cLITIPHO. O happy man! 
syrus. Trot. [Exit Clitipho. 
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Scene [V. BACCHIS : ANTIPHILA : CLINIA : SYRUS 
Enter Bacchis and Antiphila with attendants 


BACCHIS. Marry, Antiphila, in this I praise you 
And deem you fortunate, that you have studied 
Make your behaviour fitting with your face. 

I swear I marvel not that any man 

Should seek you for himself: for from your speech 
I well perceived what was your disposition. 

When I consider now your way of life 

And that of all who keep the crowd aloof 

I wonder not that ye are as ye are, 

Nor yet that we are different. That you are virtuous 
Turns to your profit. We are forbidden it 

By them we deal with, since our lovers court us 
Desiring but our beauty. When that’s gone 

They take their hearts elsewhere—we live abandoned 
Save we have taken forethought for ourselves. 

You when you once are fixed to spend your years 
With one alone, whose custom fits with yours, 

He yokes himself to you, and by this kindness 

Ye are so firmly bound, one with the other, 

That no misfortune can befall your love. 

ANTIPHILA. I know not others: for myself I know 
Ever I strove but to derive my good 
From his. 

cLiniA. [Aside.] So, dear Antiphila, thou only 
Bringest me back; and whiles I stayed away 
My labours all were light beside the want 
I felt of thee. 

syrus. [Aside.] *Tis like! 
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cLInia. [Aside.] Syrus, I can scarce bear it: 
Wretch that I am, to be denied the use 
Of such a soul as this to my content! 
syrus. [Aside.] Yea, as I have discerned your father’s 
habit, 
He shall give you hard days yet. 
BACCHIS. Who is yon youth 
That gazes so on us? 
ANTIPHILA. [Almost swooning.| Hold me, I pray you! 
BACCHIS. Love us! What’s with you? 


ANTIPHILA. Ah! I faint: I die. 

BACCHIS. Why do you stare, Antiphila? 

ANTIPHILA. Is it Clinia? 
Orno? 

BACCHIS. Whom see you? 

cLINIA. [Advancing.] Welcome, O my life. 

ANTIPHILA. Dear Clinia, welcome. 

CLINIA. Art well? 

ANTIPHILA. Thou art safely back: 
Oh joy! 


cinta. Antiphila! And do I hold thee now, 
My heart’s desire? 
SYRUS. Get you both within; 
The old man looks for you this long time since. 
[ELxeunt omnes. 
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AGT IA 
Scene [, CHREMES : MENEDEMUS 


The following morning: in front of Chremes’ house: Chremes 


comes out 


CHREMES. Now it grows light: shall I delay to knock 
At my neighbour’s porch, to be the first to tell him 
His son’s returned? I find the boy unwilling. 

Yet when I see his father so tormented 
In misery through his absence, can I hide 
This joy so little hoped, seeing besides 
No risk to him i’ the telling ? Pll not do it: 
Pl join me to the father, with all my powers. 
I see my son give service to his friend, 
His like in years, and aid in his affairs: 
We elders too must with our like comply. 
[Menedemus comes out from his house. 

MENEDEMUS. Sure I was undue tempered at my birth 
For wretchedness, or that is false I hear 
Proverbed, that time heals sorrow. Every day 
My grief grows greater for my son. The longer 
He stays, the more my love and longing wax. 

CHREMES. I see him out 0’ doors; I’ll speak to him. 
Good morrow, Menedemus. I bring you news 
Which you desire more than all else to learn. 

MENEDEMUS. Chremes! Have you then heard aught of my 


son? 
CHREMES. He is alive and well. 
MENEDEMUS. Where prithee? 
CHREMES. In my house. 


MENEDEMUuS. My son? 
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CHREMES. Tis so. 

MENEDEMUS. Has come? 

CHREMES. Assuredly. 
MENEDEMUS. My son, Clinia, has come ? 

CHREMES. I said so. 
MENEDEMUS. Come— 


Let’s away ; I do beseech you, take me to him. 
CHREMES. He would not have you know of his return; 
He shuns your sight, is fearful for his fault, 
Lest your severity be sterner grown. 
MENEDEMUS. You told him not how I was minded? 


CHREMES. No. 

MENEDEMuS. Wherefore? 

CHREMES. Because you counsel for your- 
self 


Most ill, and him as well, if you confess 
Your mind so soft and conquerable. 
MENEDEMUS. I cannot! 
Enough! I have been the harsh father long enough. 
CHREMES. Oh Menedemus, you are too violent 
On either side, and you exceed too much 
Both in your parsimony and in your bounty. 
Now shail you put the same cheat on yourself 
In this as you did in t’other. For at first, 
Time was, rather than you would suffer him 
Resort to a wench, that was content with little, 
Then, and gave thanks for any, you frighted him 
From home. So she, compelled against her liking, 
Levied her living on the commonalty. 
Now that she cannot more be had, but by 
Great waste of substance, you will give all. To tell you 
How fairly now she comes equipped for ruin, 
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More than ten women she has brought already 
Laden with robes and jewels. Were a satrap 
To love her, he could not furnish her expense 
And much less you. 
MENEDEMUS. Is she within ? 
CHREMES. You ask it? 
I feel it. I have given but one banquet 
To her and her train: another like to give 
Will finish me. Rivers of wine she spent 
In tasting only—to say naught 0’ the rest— 
‘This is so’, quoth she: ‘Father, this is too rough’. 
‘Prithee let’s see a mellower’. Till I unsealed 
My every cask and jar: kept all my slaves 
On tiptoe: this ina night. How shall it be 
With you, when they feed on you constantly? 
God love me! I am sorry for your estate. 
MENEDEMUS. Let her do what she will; take, spend, or 
waste; 
I am fixed to suffer it, so I can keep my son. 
CHREMES. If you are so resolved, then my advice 
Is, it imports you most he should not know 
You give to him knowingly. 
MENEDEMUS. What shall I do? 
CHREMES. Anything 
Rather than what you purpose. Let yourself 
Be cheated by a knavish slave with tricks 
To give it through a stranger. And in sooth 
I feel them there already, plotting it 
In secret, yours and Syrus: whispering, 
Suggesting stratagems to the boys. Much better 
So lose a talent than its sixtieth part 
The other way. The money matters not, 
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But how to give it him with least of danger. 
For if he once has understood your mind, 
That you will yield your life and rather lose 
All of your substance than your son, alack! 
How wide a window shall you open there 
To wickedness, so that henceforth to you 
Life shall be bitter. We all grow worse, if let. 
As his mind wanders, his desires shall run; 
He shall ensue, not recking good or ill. 
You, when you see your son and fortunes perish, 
Shall not endure, but shall refuse to give. 
Straight he shall fly to that, where he perceives 
He weighs the most with you, and threaten straight 
To leave you. 
MENEDEMUuS. Methinks your words are true and to the 
matter. 
CHREMES. By God, mine eyes this night have seen no sleep, 
While I seek ways to bring you back your son. 
MENEDEMUS. Give me your hand. Continue, I beseech 
you 
I’ the same. 
CHREMES. I am willing. 
MENEDEMUS. Chremes, know you what now 
V'd have you do? 
CHREMES. Say! 
MENEDEMUS. Since you have perceived 
They are set to cheat me, let them hasten to it 
As soon as may be. I do yearn to give 
All he desires, yearn to set eyes upon him. 
CHREMES. I’ll go about it. One small matter stays me: 
Simus and Crito, who are our neighbours here, 
Dispute about their bounds and have made me judge. 
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I'll go and tell them that to-day I cannot 


Give labour to it as I promised. Then 
. I’ll be back here. 
MENEDEMUS. I pray you, do so. [Exit Chremes. 


Strange 
The nature of us all should so be ordered, 
That we can better see and better judge 
Another’s than our own concerns. Thus comes it 
Because by the excess of joy and sorrow 
We are in our own encumbered? Here, how much 
My neighbour wiser for me than myself! 
CHREMES. [Returning to the stage.| Now I have freed my- 
self for your affairs 
To handle them at leisure. First to find 
Syrus and tutor him. Stay! Some one comes 
Out of my house. Get you to yours, or else 
They shall perceive that we agree together. 
[Exit Menedemus. 


Scene IJ. SYRUS: CHREMES. 
Enter Syrus not seeing Chremes at first 


syrus. Run to and fro! Yet must the money be found. 
A cheat must be worked on the old man. 

CHREMES. [Aside.]| Was I not right that they are planning 
it? Seemingly yon slave of Clinia’s is slow-witted; so 
the office is committed to mine. 

syrus. Who speaks here? [Seeing Chremes.] [am undone. 
Did he hear me? 

CHREMES. Syrus! 

syrus. Oh! 

CHREMES. How do you there? 
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syrus. Well! But I marvel, master, you are so early 
abroad, seeing you drank so much yesterday. 

CHREMES. A trifle. 

syRus. ‘A trifle’ say you. In sooth it was like the old age 
of the eagle, as the saying is, 

CHREMES. Tut! 

syrus. This courtesan is a gracious wench and a mirthful. 

CHREMES. Aye truly. 

syrus. Seemed she so to you too?—and a sparkler for 
looks! 

CHREMES. So so. 

syrus. Not as in your time, but for nowadays very well, 
and I wonder not that Clinia dies for love of her. But 
his father, our neighbour—dost know him ?—is a poor 
miserly dry fellow. As though he were not rolling in 
riches, his son is driven abroad for want. Know you 
that it happened as I say? 

CHREMES. Assuredly I know. [Aside.]| This fellow 
deserves the galleys. 

syrus. [Overhearing.| Who? 

CHREMES. I mean the fellow, the boy’s servant... 

syrRus. [Aside.] Syrus, I was woundily afraid for thee— 

CHREMES. ... who let it come to this. 

syrus. What could he do? 

CHREMES. Ask you? He could discover some device, 
cook up some cheat, wherefrom the boy might get to give 
to his mistress. So should he save this crabbed father in 
spite of himself. 

syrus. ‘This is vain talk. 

CHREMES. ‘That should he have done, Syrus. 

syrus. What? Prithee, do you praise them that cheat 
their masters ? 
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CHREMES. In due place I praise them assuredly . . . 

syrus. In sooth, is it right? 

CHREMES. Seeing that oft it is an avoidance of much 
sorrow: here now, his only son should have stayed at 
home. 

syrus. [Aside.] I know not whether he says this earnestly 
or in jest: but it gives me a mind to be of better cheer. 

CHREMES. And now what waits he for, Syrus? Till the 
boy run away again, being unable to support her ex- 
pense? Frames he no artifice against the old man? 

syrus. He is thick of wit. 

CHREMES. But you should help him for the boy’s sake. 

syrus. Truly, I can do it easily if you bid me—for I have 
some skill in the manner of doing it. 

CHREMES. By God, you are the better for it. 

syRus. It is not my custom to lie. 

CHREMES. To it then! 

syrus. Look you! See you remember this now, if it 
chance sometime to fall out that your son do likewise, 
being but a man. 

CHREMES. Need will not be, I hope. 

syrus. I’ faith, I hope it also. Nor do I now say it as 
having perceived aught in him. Yet, if there were any- 
thing, do not. You see what are his years. And verily if 
need came, Chremes, I could cozen you finely. 

CHREMES. As to that, when the need comes, we will pro- 
vide the remedy. Now do this. [Exit Chremes. 

syrus. Never have I heard my master speak more properly, 
nor so as I might think myself more licensed to offend 
freely. Who comes out from our house? 
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Scene IIT, CHREMES : CLITIPHO : SYRUS 
Enter Chremes with Clitipho 


CHREMES. Prithee, what is this? What manners are these, 
Clitipho? Should you do thus? 

cLiTIPpHO. What have I done? 

CHREMES. Did I not see you just now put your hand in 
yon harlot’s bosom? 

syrus. [Aside.| Our business is finished. Iam undone. 

CLITIPHO. Me? 

CHREMES. With these eyes. Deny it not. You do your 
friend wrong unworthily so, in laying hands on her. For 
in sooth it is despiteful usage to take a man into your 
house and finger his mistress. Even yesterday, while we 
drank, how you lacked modesty ... 

syrus. [Aside.] True! 

CHREMES. And were troublesome. For my part, as I hope 
to be saved, I feared what should come of it. I know the 
temper of lovers: they take ill what you should not think. 

CLITIPHO. Nay, father, he has trust in me to do naught of 
that. 

CHREMES. So be it. Yet surely you should remove your- 
self somewhere from their sight for a little while. Desire 
has many motions, which your presence forbids them to 
pursue. I make my reasoning by myself. There is none 
of my friends to-day before whom I would dare to dis- 
close all that I keep hid. With one his high worthiness 
forbids: with another my shame of the deed, lest I seem 
to him a fool or wanton. Believe that your friend is as I 
am. But it is our part to understand how and where it is 
needful to observe a friend’s humour. 

syrus. [Aside.] What tale is this? 
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CLITIPHO. [Aside.] Iam undone. 

syrus. [To Clitipho.] Clitipho, is this my instruction to 
you? Have you played the part of modesty and sober- 
ness ? 

CLITIPHO. [Aside.] Prithee, hold your peace. 

syrus. Very well, truly! 

CLITIPHO. Syrus, I am ashamed. 

syrus. I believe it, and not without good cause. Truly 
I am vexed by this. 

CLITIPHO. [Aside, to Syrus.| ’Sdeath, you destroy me! 

syrus. I speak the truth as I see it. 

CLITIPHO. Can I not go to them? 

CHREMES. Lo you now! prithee is there but one way of 
going to them? 

syRus. [Aside.] It is finished. He will discover himself 
before I have got the money. [Zo Chremes.] Chremes, 
will you listen to me, foolish as lam? 

CHREMES. What shall I do? 

syrus. Bid him get gone somewhere from hence. 

cLiTipHO. Whither am I to get gone? 

syrus. Where you please: Give them room: Goa-walking. 

cLiTIPHO. A-walking ? Whither? 

syrus. Go to! Is there not ground? Get you gone any- 
how, this way, that way, where you will. 

CHREMES. He speaks well. I agree. 

cLITIPHO. [Aside.] God blast thee, Syrus, for pushing me 
hence. 

syrus. [Zo Clitipho.| Marry, henceforward keep your 
hands to yourself. [Exit Clitipho.] [To Chremes.] Truly, 
you agree? What shall become of him, Chremes, think 
you, unless, as Heaven gives you opportunity, you 
watch him, chastise him, admonish him? 
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CHREMES. I will see to it. 

syrus. Nay, even now, master, you must look to him. 

CHREMES. I will. 

syrus. If you are wise; for already he is less and less 
obedient to me. 

CHREMES. And you? Have you yet done aught of that 
I debated of with you just now? Have you found a plan 
to please you, or not yet? 

syrus. You speak of the cheat? Yea: I have but now 
found one. 

CHREMES. Honest man! tell me, what is it? 

syrus. I will tell: yet as one thing falls from another. 

CHREMES. How then, Syrus? 

syrus. This is a brazen harlot. 

CHREMES. So I think. 

syrus. Nay, if you knew. Lo now, see what wickedness 
she starts. There was here a certain old woman of 
Corinth, to whom this one had lent a thousand drachmas 
of silver. 

CHREMES. What then? 

syrus. She is dead and left a young daughter, who is left 
in pawn to this one for the money. 

CHREMES. I follow you. 

syrus. She brought her with her here, and she is now 
with your wife. 

CHREMES. What then? 

syrus. ‘The harlot now asks Clinia to pay her the money, 
and says she will give him the girl hereafter. She de- 
mands a thousand pieces. 

CHREMES. ‘Demands’, quotha! 

syrus. What! do you doubt it? I took it so. 

CHREMES. What purpose you to do now? 
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syrus. I? I will to Menedemus. I will tell him the girl is 
a prisoner taken from Caria, rich and nobly born. If he 
buy her back there is a great profit in her. 

CHREMES. You mistake. 

syrus. How so? 

CHREMES. Now I answer you for Menedemus ‘I buy not’. 
What will you do? 

syRus. You speak as I wished. 

CHREMES. How? 

syrus. I wanted him not to buy. 

CHREMES. Wanted him not? 

syrus. No, truly, i’ faith. 

CHREMES. How may that be? I marvel. 

syrus. Now you shall learn. 

CHREMES. Hold! Hold! What is this, that our doors open 
with so much noise? 


ACT IV 
Scene I. SOSTRATA : CHREMES : NURSE : SYRUS 


Enter Sostrata and Nurse 


sosTRATA. This surely is the ring that I do think, 
Unless my mind deceive me, that with which 


My daughter was exposed. 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Syrus, what means 
This tale? 

SOSTRATA. How? Seems it so to you? 

NURSE. For my part, 


I said it was at once when you did show it 
sosTRATA. Nay nurse, be sure you have looked enough. 
NURSE. Enough. 
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sostRATA. Go now within, bring word if she be bathed, 
Pll wait my husband here. 
syrRus. [Aside, to Chremes.] She looks for you; 
See what she would. Her air is something sad ; 
There’s reason in it, and I fear the cause. 
CHREMES. [Aside.| The cause? IT faith, now shall she 
with great striving 


Tell some great nothing. [Goes forward. 
SOSTRATA. Husband! 
CHREMES. Wife! 
SOSTRATA. I sought you. 
CHREMES. Say, what’s your will. 
SOSTRATA. First, I beseech you this, 


Believe I never dared do anything 
Against your order. 
CHREMES. Will you have me believe 
The unbelievable? Well I believe it. 
syrus. [Aside.] This self-excusing argues some offence. 
SOSTRATA. Remember you that when I was with child 
You ordered me most straitly, if I bore 
A daughter, not to rear her. 


CHREMES. Now I know 
What you have done. You reared her. 
syRus. [Aside.] So it is. A mistress 


For me, and for my master a misfortune ? 
sosTRATA. Not so. But there was here a woman of 
Corinth, 
Old, well reputed. I gave the babe to her, 
To be exposed. 
CHREMES. Heaven! that such folly should be ! 
sosTRATA. Alas! What have I done? 
CHREMES. You ask? 
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SOSTRATA. Oh, husband. 
If I offended, ’twas in ignorance. 
CHREMES. This I am sure, though you confessed it not, 
That all you do and say in ignorance 
And want of thought is done. See in this matter 
How many faults you show. First, had you wished 
Obey my will, the child had been destroyed: 
Not feign its death in words, the while in deed 
You gave it hope of life. But that I pass : 
A mother’s tenderness be your excuse. 
But see how excellently you did provide 
That which you wished. Your daughter was betrayed, 
Most plainly, by your act, to this old woman, 
To ply for hire, or as a slave be sold. 
Doubtless you reasoned thus, ‘So as she live, 
No matter how.’ What’s to be done with them 
That know no justice, good nor right; no worse, 
No better; loss nor gain; who nothing see 
But what them lists ? 
sosTRATA. Husband, I was at fault, I do confess, 
And yield me to your censure. Now, beseech you, 
Let your uprightness come to aid my folly, 
As is your mind more reverend and forgiving. 
CHREMES. Forsooth, I shall forgive. Yet, Sostrata, 
My easiness schools you ill. Be what it may 
The reason of beginning it, say on. 
SOSTRATA. So foolish women are, oppressed with fears 
And wretched scruples, when I gave her out 
To be exposed, I took from my finger a ring 
And told the woman place it with the babe, 
So she might have her part of household goods, 
If she should die. 


H 
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CHREMES. There you did right, for so 
You saved your soul and hers. 
SOSTRATA. This is the ring. 
CHREMES. Whence came it ? 
SOSTRATA. That young girl that Bacchis brought 
In her train. 
syRrus. [Aside.] Ah! 
CHREMES. What is her story? 
SOSTRATA. When she went 
To bathe, she gave it me to keep. At first 
I marked it not, but when I looked upon it, 
Knew it at once, and so ran out to you. 
CHREMES. What do you now suppose or learn of her? 
sosTRATA. I know not,save you ask herwhence she had it, 
If we may so discover... . 
syRus. [Aside.] Death! Here’s more 
Hope seen than sought for. If it be so, she’s ours. 
CHREMES. The woman you gave her to, is she alive? 
sosTRATA. I know not. 


CHREMES. What report made she to you then? 

sosTRATA. That what I bade was done. 

CHREMES. Tell me her name, 
To make inquiry. 

SOSTRATA. Philtera. 

syrus. [Aside.] Tis the same: 


Methinks the child is found and I am lost. 

CHREMES. Sostrata, follow me in. 

SOSTRATA. How past my hope 
This has turned out. How sore I was afraid, 
Chremes, your heart should still be hard, as once 
It was, i’ the rearing. 


CHREMES. Often a man must be 
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Not as he would, but as the matter makes him. 
Now my occasions do desire a daughter: 
Then, nothing less. 
[Zxeunt Chremes and Sostrata into the house. 


Scene IT, syrus 


syrus. Unless my mind much deceives me there is but 
a little way between me and misfortune. So straitly 
are my forces now driven into a corner by this business, 
unless I find some way to hinder the old man from 
learning that this wench is his son’s wanton. As for the 
money, there is naught to hope or ask that I should be 
able to trick him out of it. I am victorious if I can come 
away with my sides unbroken. What torture that so 
sweet a morsel is suddenly snatched out of my mouth! 
What’s to do? What’s to devise? I must calculate all 
anew. Nothing is so hard but it can be solved by seeking. 
What it now begin so?...Itisnaught. Whatifso?... 
No better!... Nay, so, I think.... It is not possible. 
... Yea, that is excellent. Bravo! I have an excellent 
plan: ’swounds, methinks I will whistle back that same 
run-away money, which but just now was showing me 
its heels. 


Scene ITT. CLINIA : SYRUS 
Enter Clinia 


cinta. No matter more can come to give me grief, 
So great this joy arisen! Now, P’ll obey 
My father, show myself a careful husband 
Beyond his wish. 

syrus. [Aside.] I guessed aright. The girl 


H2 
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Is known, his words declare it. [Zo Clinia.] Give you joy; 
You have got things to your liking. 


CLINIA. O Syrus! 
Prithee, hast heard? 
SYRUS. Surely, since I was there. 


cuinta. Hast ever heard a matter fall so patly 
For any man? 

SYRUS. Never. 

CLINIA. As heaven loves me, 
Not for myself I now rejoice so much 
As for her sake, whom I do know deserving 
Of any honour. 

SYRUS. I believe it. Now 
Give me your turn of service, Clinia, 
Now is to see how bring your friend’s affairs 
To safety, lest his father learn his mistress . . . 

cLINIA. [Wot listening.| Ah, Heaven! 


SYRUS. Soft now! 

CLINIA. Mine own Antiphila 
Weds with me. 

SYRUS. Will you interrupt me so? 


cuinta. What shall Ido? O joy! Bear with me, Syrus. 
syrus. I faith, I bear with you, truly. 
CLINIA. Now is my life 
To Paradise translated. 
SYRUS. Methinks I take 
Labour in vain. 
CLINIA. Speak you: I listen. 
SYRUS. Nay, 
Even now you listen not. 
CLINIA. I will. 
SYRUS. I say, 
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We must see to it, to bring your friend’s affair 
To safety, Clinia. If you go now and leave 
Bacchis with us, the old man straight shall know 
She’s his son’s whore. But if you take her with you 
All shall be hidden as it’s hidden now. 

CLINIA. But, Syrus, this must mar my marriage most 
As nothing else. How can I face my father? 
What tell him? Have you that? 


SYRUS. In sooth, I have. 
cLInIA. What tale, what reason can I bring? 
SYRUS. I would not 


You tell a lie. Relate the matter plainly 
Just as it is. 

CLINIA. What mean you? 

SYRUS. I bid you tell him 
You love the other and would wed her. That this one 
Is Clitipho’s. 

CLINIA. Truly a fair bidding, 

And a most upright, and most easily done. 
Doubtless, you’d have me too entreat my father 
Conceal it from your master. 

SYRUS. Nay, let him go 
Repeat the matter straight, all in its order. 

cuinta. How? Art thou drunk or mad? So you destroy 
My friend beyond a doubt. For tell me how 
He can gain safety thus? 

SYRUS. This is the plan 
I have given the prize to. Here I extol myself 
Most highly, such the force and such the power 
I show of subtlety, to cheat them both 
By telling truth. For when your father tells him 
The woman is his son’s he’ll not believe it. 
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cLinta. Nay, but this way you snatch from me again 
All hope of marriage. While he believes the woman 
Is mine, he’ll not commit his daughter to me. 
You weigh my fortune light, methinks, the while 
You furnish for your master. 

SYRUS. Plague! Suppose you 
Task you feign it for a hundred years ? 
One day ’s enough, while I pluck out the money, 
Then, peace; no more. 

CLINIA. Find you so long enough? 
Prithee, what after, if his father learn? 

syrus. What if I come to them who say “Suppose 
The sky should fall, what after’ ? 


CLINIA. I am afraid 
What I should do. 
SYRUS. Afraid? As if yourself 


Had not the power to declare the truth 
When you would clear yourself. 


CLINIA. Go to it, then. 
Send Bacchis over. 

SYRUS. Here she comes, forth o’ the house. 
Excellent! 


Scene [V. BACCHIS : CLINIA : SYRUS : DROMO : PHRYGIA 
Enter Bacchis and Phrygia 


BACCHIS. Marry now, the impudence of Syrus to bring 
me hither with his promises and the ten minae he swore 
to give me. If he have deceived me this time, he shall 
many times beseech me to come and have his errand for 
naught. Or, when I have said I will come, and have 
fixed a time, and when he has surely taken back word, 
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and Clitipho is hanging on hope, I will deceive him and 
not come. So shall I be avenged on Syrus’ back. 

CLINIA. [Aside.] She promises you fairly. 

syrus. [Aside.] Nay, think you she jests? She will do it, 
an I take not heed. 

BACCHIS. ‘They are asleep here. Marry, I will stir them up. 
Phrygia, didst hear just now when yon fellow showed 
us which was the villa of Charinus? 

PHRYGIA. I heard. 

BACCHIS. The next to this farm on the right? 

PHRYGIA. | remember. 

BACCHIS. Run thither with all your legs. The captain 
keeps the harvest festival with him. 

syrus. [Aside.] What is brewing now? 

BACCHIS. Say that I am here most unwillingly and am 
watched, but that some way or other I will put a tale on 
them and will come over. 

syrus. Gods, I am lost! Bacchis, stay, stay! Whither 
send you her? Bid her stay. 

BACCHIS. [Zo Phrygia.| Go. 

syrus. Nay, but the money is provided. 

BACCHIS. Nay, then I stay. 

syrus. It shall be given you instantly. 

BAccHIS. As you will. Have I pressed for it ?. 

syrus. But know you what, an’t please you! 

BACCHIS. What? 

syrus. You have now to pass over to Menedemus and 
take your retinue thither. 

BaccHIs. Villain, what is your design now? 

syrus. Mine? I but mint the money I have to give you. 

Baccuis. Think you I am fit for your flouting? 

syrus. This has not been thought on hastily. 
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Baccuis. Have I still more business with you? 

syrus. Not so. I but give you your own. 

BACCHIS. Let us go then. 

syrus. Follow me. [They go towards Menedemus’s house] 
Ho! Dromo. 

[Enter Dromo, from Menedemus’s house. 

pROMO. Who wants me? 

SYRUS. Syrus. 

DROMO. What’s the matter? 

syrus. Take all Bacchis’s women over to your house 
speedily. 

DROMO. Wherefore? 

syrus. Inquire not. Let them carry with them all they 
brought here. [Dromo goes into Chremes’ house.| The old 
man shall expect his expense to be lightened by their 
going. He knows not how great a loss this little gain 
shall bring him. [Dromo comes out again with maids.] 
Dromo, thou knowest naught of what thou knowest, if 
thou art wise. 

DROMO. You shall call me a dumb mute. 

[Exeunt Dromo, Bacchis, and women into Menedemus’s 
house.| 


Scene V. CHREMES : SYRUS 
Enter Chremes 


CHREMES. God pity me but I am sorry now for Mene- 
demus’s case, that such ill fortune has come to him. To 
nourish yon woman and yon rabble with her! Although 
I know he will feel it not these first few days, so great 
a desire he had of his son. But when he sees a vast ex- 
pense put on his house daily and that no end is put to it, 
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then shall he wish his son to run away again. Good! 
There is Syrus. 

syrus. [Aside.] Shall I not accost him straight? 

CHREMES. Syrus. 

syrus. Oh. 

CHREMES. What is it? 

syrus. I have this while been wishing to see you. 

CHREMES. I perceive you have done something already 
with the old man. 

syrus. Of that we spoke of before? I have turned words 
into deeds. 

CHREMES. In good earnest ? 

syrus. I’ faith, in earnest. 

CHREMES. I cannot help but embrace thee. Come hither, 
sweet Syrus. For this matter I will do thee some good, 
and that right willingly. 

syrus. Nay, if you knew how cunningly it came into my 
mind. 

CHREMES. Goto! Do you boast that it fell as you wished? 

syrus. Nay by God, verily; I speak the truth. 

CHREMES. Say, how is it? 

syrus. Clinia has told Menedemus that Bacchis is mistress 
to your son Clitipho, and that he has taken her home 
with him for this purpose, that you might not become 
aware of it. 

CHREMES. Oh good! 

syrus. Say again, an ’t please you. 

CHREMES. I protest it is too much! 

syrus. Nay, if you knew! But listen further to the rest 
of the cheat. He says that he has seen your daughter; 
that when he beheld her, her looks were to his liking, 
and that he desires her to wife. 
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cHREMES. Her that is just found ? 

syrus. The same: and indeed he will bid his father ask 
for her. 

cHREMES. Wherefore this, Syrus?—for I understand not 
at all. 

syrus. Go to! You are slow. 

CHREMES. It may be. 

syrus. Money shall be given him for the marriage; for 
robes and jewels, which... hast thou got it? 

CHREMES. He must buy. 

syrus. That is it. 

CHREMES. But I will neither give her nor promise her to 
him. 

syrus. No! Wherefore? 

CHREMES. Wherefore? Ask youme? Toaman... 

syrus. As you will. I meant not you should give her to 
him for good, but that you should pretend. 

CHREMES. Pretence is not my fashion. Compound your 
plots so that you mix me not with them. AmI to promise 
her to a man to whom I mean not to give her? 

syrus. I supposed... 

CHREMES. Never. 

syrus. It could be done cunningly, and because just now 
you bade me so earnestly therefore I began it. 

CHREMES. I believe you. 

syrus. Nevertheless, Chremes, what you say seems to 
me right and good. 

CHREMES. And yet I do desire very vehemently you 
should concern yourself to bring the matter about, but 
by some other way. 

syrus. It shall be brought about: we will seek a way. 
Now, that other matter which I told you, of the money 
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the girl owes to Bacchis, you must now pay it her. Of 
a surety you will not escape to this: ‘What is it to me? 
Wasitlentto me? DidI giveauthority ? Could thewoman 
pledge my daughter without my will?’—Nay Chremes, 
as they say, the best law is often the worst justice! 

CHREMES. I will not do so. 

syrus. Nay, if others may do it, you may not. All men 
think you to be of a noble and well-ordered condition. 

CHREMES. Shall I not take the money to her now myself? 

syrus. Nay, rather bid your son. 

CHREMES. Wherefore? 

syRuS. Because the supposition of her love hath been 
transferred to him. 

CHREMES. What then? 

syrus. Because that shall seem more like the truth, if he 
give it her: and, moreover, I shall accomplish my design 
the more easily. Look! Here he comes. Go fetch the 
money. 

CHREMES. | will fetch it. 

[Zxit Chremes, to his house. 


Scene VI. CLITIPHO : SYRUS 
Enter Clitipho 


cLiTipHo. Nothing so easy but ’tis difficult 
If done unwillingly. Even this walk, 
So little wearisome, has made me weary. 
Now I am most afraid they will thrust me out 
Again, woe’s me, for fear | may come nigh 
To Bacchis. [Sees Syrus. 
Syrus, all gods there are deal dole to thee 
And that thy curst invention and contrivance. 
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Thou wilt ever be devising such against me, 
Most like a horrid executioner. 
syrus. Get younow hence where you deserve. How nearly 
Your wantonness was my ruin. 
cLiTIPHO. By God, I would it had; so you deserved. 
syrus. Deserved? and how? Truly, Iam most glad 
To have heard this of you before you took the money 
I was about to give you. 
cLiTiPHO. What would you have me say? You left me, 
brought me 
A mistress whom I might not touch. 
SYRUS. Enough; 
Iam no more wroth with you. But know you this, 
Where is your Bacchis now? 


CLITIPHO. With us. 

SYRUS. Not so. 
CLITIPHO. Where then? 

SYRUS. At Clinia’s. 

CLITIPHO. Death! 

SYRUS. Be of good cheer: 


Now shall you bring her the money that you promised. 
CLITIPHO. Babble! Whence shall I have it? 


SYRUS. From your father. 

cLiTIPpHO. Methinks, you mock me. 

SYRUS. You shall find it true 
By trying. 


cLITIPHO. Thenam I fortunate indeed. 
Syrus, I love thee well. 

SYRUS. Here he comes out. 
Take heed you wonder not, nor ask the cause 
He does it for. Comply with him in season ; 


What he shall bid, that do. Speak few, or none. 
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Scene VII, CHREMES : CLITIPHO : SYRUS 
Enter Chremes 


CHREMES. Where is this Clitipho? 
syRus. [Aside.] Say ‘Here I am’. 
CLITIPHO. Here, at your service. 
CHREMES. [To Syrus.] Hast told him the matter? 
syrus. I have told him all, or most. 
CHREMES. [Zo Clitipho.] Here! take the money, 
Bear it to her. 
SYRUS. Go! Why stand you like a stone? 
Will you not take it? 
CLITIPHO. Yes, give it me, truly. 
syrus. [To Clitipho.| Come with me: be quick. 
[Zo Chremes.| Wait you till we return; 
No reason is why we should stay there long. 
[Exeunt Syrus and Clitipho to Menedemus’s house. 
CHREMES. My daughter now has had ten minae of me; 
This for her nourishment I count as given. 
To deck her out, another ten shall follow 
Upon the first. Then shall these twenty minae 
Demand for dowry full two talents more. 
What unjust knaves doth custom make of us! 
Now I must leave my business and search out 
A husband, to endow him with my goods 
Won by my toil. 


Scene VIIT. MENEDEMUS : CHREMES 
Enter Menedemus 


MENEDEMUS. I deem myself of men alive, most happy, 
In finding thee, my son, to thy right sense 
Restored! 
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CHREMES. [Aside.] How he mistakes ! 

MENEDEMUS. [Seeing Chremes.| The very man. 
Chremes, I looked for you. Be now my saviour, 
My son’s, and of my house, as in you lies. 

CHREMES. What would you have me do? 

MENEDEMUS. You have found to-day 
A daughter. 

CHREMES. What of it? 

MENEDEMUS. Clinia would have her 
Given him to wife. 

CHREMES. What manner of man are you, 
Prithee? 

MENEDEMus. What now? 

CHREMES. Have you forgot so soon 
What converse was between us of a cheat, 
Whereby your money should be taken from you? 

MENEDEMUS. I know. 

CHREMES. This is that very thing. 

MENEDEMUS. How say you, 
Chremes? Have I mistook? Is this the end of it? 
How I am fallen from hope! Nay, but the woman, 
She in my house, is Clitipho’s. They say so. 

CHREMES. And you believe it all. So say they too 
He wants a wife that, when you have betrothed him, 
You may give wherewithal buy robes and trinkets 


And other needful. 


MENEDEMUS. So it is, for sure; 
He’ll give it to his mistress. 

CHREMES. Beyond a doubt 
He'll give it. 


MENEDEMUS __ So, my joy was vain. Alas! 
Yet would I rather anything than lose him: 
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What answer from you shall I now report, 
Chremes, lest he should know his purpose known, 


And bear it ill? 


CHREMES. Ill? Why, you do indulge him 
Too far, Menedemus. 
MENEDEMUS. Let be; ’tis begun: 


Be my accomplice, Chremes, to the finish. 
CHREMES. Say you have met me, dealt with me o’ the 


marriage. 
MENEDEMUS. I will. What next? 
CHREMES. That I am all compliance, 


That the match likes me: even, if you will, 
Say that she’s promised. 

MENEDEMUS. That’s the thing I wished. 

CHREMES. So the more quickly he shall ask, and you 
Shall give most quickly, as your longing is. 

MENEDEMUS. It is. 

CHREMES. But surely, as I see the matter, 
You shall have your bellyful of it, come Sunday. 
Yet, how so be it, you'll give carefully 
And by degrees, if you are wise. 

MENEDEMUS. I will. 

CHREMES. Go, get you back and see what he shall ask: 
I'll be at home, an you need me. 

MENEDEMUS. Sooth, I do; 

Since I would keep you fully knowledgeable 
Of all my actions. 
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ACT V 
Scene [, MENEDEMUS : CHREMES 


MENEDEMUus. I am not quick of wit, nor much foreseeing— 
I know it well— 
But this my helper and my monitor, 
The guider of my steps, this Chremes here, 
Outdoes me quite. Whatever name of fool 
Best fits me; blockhead, ass, lump, leaden dolkt, 
In him have lost their force; so much his folly 
Passes them all. 
CHREMES. [Entering from his house, and speaking back to 
Sostrata within.] 
Wife, cease to deafen God with your thanksgivings 
For that your daughter’s found; unless you judge him 
By your own wits, and think he understands 
Nothing until a hundred times repeated. 
[Zurns round towards Menedemus’s house. 
Why loiter Clitipho and Syrus there 
So long within? 
MENEDEMUS. Who loiter, say you, Chremes ? 
CHREMES. Art there, Menedemus? Tell me, hast reported 
To Clinia all I said? 
MENEDEMUS. All. 
CHREMES. What said he? 
MENEDEMUS. Fell to rejoicing, like an eager bridegroom. 
CHREMES. Ho! Ho! 
MENEDEMUS. Why laugh you? 
CHREMES. To my mind there came 
My servant Syrus and his knaveries. 
MENEDEMUS. So? 


Scene I THE SELF-TORMENTOR 113 


CHREMES. Why, the rogue will turn our very faces 
To counterfeit. 


MENEDEMUS. Mean you, my son but feigns 
Gladness ? 

CHREMES. Ido. 

MENEDEMUS. I also partly thought it. 

CHREMES. A cunning practised villain! 

MENEDEMUS. More you should think it, 
If more you knew. 

CHREMES. Say you? 

MENEDEMUS. Nay, listen now. 

CHREMES. Stay. I would first know this; what is your 

loss? 


For when you told your son the girl was promised, 
Dromo, no doubt, forthwith to put a word 

Of raiment needed for the bride, and trinkets, 

And handmaids: you should give money. 


MENEDEMUS. No. 
CHREMES. What, no? 
MENEDEMUS. I say, no. 

CHREMES. And your son? 

MENEDEMUS. Not a word, Chremes. 


This one thing rather did he urge, the marriage 
To-day be consummated. 
CHREMES. You amaze me; 
What of Syrus? Said he nothing either? 
MENEDEMUS. Nothing. 
CHREMES. I know not why. 
MENEDEMUS. At that I wonder; 
You know all else so clearly. But this same Syrus 
So marvellously fashioned your son’s feigning, 
That we can smell this girl is Clinia’s 
I 
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Not by one least iota. 

CHREMES. What did he? 

MENEDEMUS. I pass their kissings and their clippings. ‘Those 
I reckon nothing. 


CHREMES. How can pretence go further? 
MENEDEMUS. Go to! 

CHREMES. What is it? 

MENEDEMUS. Listen now. I have 


A chamber in the corner of my house, 
Removed far back. Hither they brought a bed; 
Spread it with rugs. 
CHREMES. What next? 
MENEDEMUS. No sooner done 
Than Clitipho goes in. 
CHREMES. Alone? 
MENEDEMUS. Alone. 
CHREMES. I tremble. 
MENEDEMUS. Thither Bacchis followed him. 
CHREMES. Alone? 
MENEDEMUS. Alone. 
CHREMES, Death! 
MENEDEMUS. When they got within 
They barred the door. 
CHREMES. And Clinia saw this done? 
MENEDEMUS. Yea, as he stood by my side. 
CHREMES. O Menedemus, 
Bacchis is my son’s mistress; I am undone. 
MENEDEMuS. Wherefore? 
CHREMES. Scarce ten days shall my substance last. 
MENEDEMUS. Why so afraid? He labours for his friend. 
CHREMES. His friend! his whore! 
MENEDEMUS. ifsoee. 
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CHREMES. And do you doubt it? 
Think you that any one so soft of spirit 
Is, and so common, as to allow his mistress 
Be, in his sight... ? 


MENEDEMUS. Why not, to cozen me, 
More easily ? 
CHREMES. You mock me; I deserve it, 


And with myself am wroth: so many things 
Gave me to nose it, were I not a stone. 
How much I saw, woe’s me! They shall not carry it 
Scatheless, if I live. Now I will... 
MENEDEMUS. Wilt not rather 
Bridle thyself, regard thyself? Am I not 
Warning enough? 
CHREMES. Menedemus, my rage 
Makes me beside myself. 
MENEDEMUS. Is it you say that? 
Is it not monstrous you should counsel others, 
Be wise abroad but cannot help yourself? 
CHREMES. What shall I do? 
MENEDEMUS. Do what you said I failed in; 
Make him feel you a father. Let him be bold 
To trust you wholly, to ask, nay to demand, 
So that he seek not elsewhere his supply 
And leave you. 
CHREMES. Sooner he fly to furthest Africa 
Than bring me here to beggary with his waste. 
If I take on me to supply his spending 
I must come to dig in earnest, Menedemus. 
MENEDEMUS. You shall in this reap great uneasiness, 
If you beware not. You shall show yourself 
Harsh, and yet pardon after, with no thanks. 
ie 
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CHREMES. My griefs are past your knowledge. 
MENEDEMUS. Have it as you will. 
What of the thing Iasked you? Shall your daughter 
Wed with my son? Or have you something else? 
CHREMES. Nay, the groom pleases me, and the alliance. 
MENEDEMUS. What dowry shall I tell my son you give? 
Why are you dumb? 
CHREMES. Dowry? 
MENEDEMUS. I said so. 
CHREMES. Ah! 
MENEDEMUS. If little, fear not; dowry is naught to us. 
CHREMES. ‘I'wo talents I had fixed, ample enough 
For my estate. But now I’d have you say, 
If you would save my estate, my son, and me, 
That I have given her all my goods in dowry. 
MENEDEMUS. What is your purpose in this? 


CHREMES. Do you pretend 
To wonder at it: ask my son the same, 
Wherefore I do it. 

MENEDEMUS. In sooth, I know not, I, 
Wherefore you do. 

CHREMES. Wherefore? So that his mind 


Which now is melted quite in lust and licence, 

Be hammered hard again, and brought to check, 

Not knowing where to turn. 
MENEDEMUS. What way is this? 
CHREMES. Pass. Let me have my humour in the matter. 
MENEDEMUS. I'll let. This is your wish. 
CHREMES. Yea. 
MENEDEMUS. Then be it so. 
CHREMES. And now, let him prepare to fetch his wife. 

My son shall be reprovéd by my tongue 
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As children should; but Syrus... 
MENEDEMUS. What of him? 
CHREMES. I'll so adorn his carcass if I live, 

So curry it with stripes, that while he lives 

He'll not forget me. Does he take me for 

His sport, his jackanapes? So help me Heaven, 

He dare not deal with a widow woman thus 

As he has dealt with me! 

[Exit Menedemus, to his house. 


Scene IT. CLITIPHO : MENEDEMUS : CHREMES : SYRUS 


Menedemus returns with Clitipho: Syrus follows 


CLITIPHO. Is it indeed so, Menedemus, prithee? 
In so few moments has my father thrown 
A father’s heart away? And for what fault? 
Or is my sin, so great, wretch that I am P— 
*Tis common done! 

MENEDEMUS. I know much heavier 
This comes, and worse, to you that suffer it; 
Yet truly Iam no less grieved by it. 

I understand it not, nor can I make 
Reason of it; only I wish you well 


With all my heart. 
CLITIPHO. Didst thou say my father 

Was here? 
MENEDEMUS. See him. [Chremes comes forward. 
CHREMES. Why do you accuse me, 


Clitipho? All I did in this was done 

In forethought for your folly. When I saw you 
Relaxed in mind, regarding first of all 

Your present pleasure, heedless of to-morrow, 
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I took account how you should neither want 
Yourself, nor waste my riches. Since on you 
I could not, being as you are, bestow them, 
To whom they first belonged, I passed to him 
That was the next to you. To his disposal 
And charge I gave them. There shall you always find 
A shield against your folly, Clitipho, 
A coat and victuals and a roof to shelter. 
cLITIPHO. Alack! 


CHREMES. Far better this than you inherit 
For Bacchis to possess. 
syRus. [Aside.| I am undone. 


What tempests have I stirred unwittingly, 
Rogue that I am? 
CLITIPHO. I would liever be dead. 
CHREMES. Prithee, first learn what it may be to live: 
Then, ifso life dislike you, use the other. 
syrus. [Coming forward.| Master, mayl... 


CHREMES. Speak. 
SYRUS. May I safely ? 
CHREMES. Speak. 


syrus. This is perversity and merest madness, 
If I have sinned, to punish him. 
CHREMES. Go to! 
Mix not yourself in it. None has accused you, 
Syrus. Seek not a sanctuary yet, 
Nor an intercessor. 
SYRUS. What do you do? 
CHREMES. I blame 
Nor you, nor you. Nor have you right to blame 


What I do for myself. 


[Lxeunt Chremes and Menedemus—to their houses. 
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Scene IIT, cLITIPHO : SYRUS 


syrus. He has gone. Lo! I would have asked him... 

CLITIPHO. What? 

syrus. Where I shall seek my bread, he has so cast us 
off. You, I understand, shall find yours with your 
sister. 

CLITIPHO. Has it come to this, Syrus, that I must even be 
afraid of hunger ? 

syrus. Only let us live, we may hope... 

CLITIPHO. What? 

syrus. To have a good appetite. 

CLITIPHO. Do you mock in the matter being such as it is? 
Have you no counsel to help me? 

syrus. Nay, I am there now, and was pondering it before, 
while your father spoke. As far as I can understand it... 

cLITIPHO. What? 

syRus. I shall have it presently. 

cLiTipHO. What is it then? 

syrus. Thus it is: I opine that you are not their son. 

CLITIPHO. What is this, Syrus? Art thou mad? 

syrus. I will say what comes to my mind: do you judge 
of it. While they had you only and none nearer to be 
their darling, their gifts, their indulgences were for you. 
Now that the true daughter is discovered, they discover 
a reason for casting you out. 

CLITIPHO. It is very like. 

syrus. Think you that your father is thus wroth for this 
little fault ? 

cLITIPHO. I deem it not so. 

syrus. Now see something else. All mothers are used to 
help their sons when they are in fault,and to be inalliance 
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with them against the wrongful entreatment of the 
fathers. Happens it not so? 

CLITIPHO. You speak truth. What then must I now do, 
Syrus? 

syrus. Demand of them concerning this supposition. 
Declare the matter openly. If it be not true you shall 
quickly bring both of them to pity. Else you shall know 
whose you are. 

cLITIPHO. Thy advice is good. I will do it. 

[Exit Clitipho into the house. 

syrus. This came into my mind very well. For the more 
this supposition shall seem to the boy a true one, and the 
more he shall be put in the extremity of despair, the 
more easily shall he make his peace with his father on 
his conditions. I know not even but he may take a wife. 
Yet Syrus shall get no thanks. But what is here? The 
old man comes out of doors. I will save myself. For my 
doings hitherto I wonder that he has not bidden me to 
the stocks incontinently. I will get me to Menedemus 
here: him I will procure to intercede for me; I mistrust 
me of this old man. [£xit Syrus to Menedemus’s house. 


Scene [V. SOSTRATA : CHREMES 
Enter Sostrata and Chremes 


sosTRATA. Take heed, thou man. Surely, I say, take heed, 
For you shall bring some mischief on our son. 
Indeed I wonder, husband, how such folly 
Could find an entrance to your mind. 
CHREMES. Go on! 
Still be a woman! Never in my life 
Wished I a thing but you did cross me in it. 
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But if I ask you where my error is, 
Or wherefore thus you do, you know it not; 
Yet are you obstinate to oppose me, fool. 
sostRATA. I know it not? 
CHREMES. Nay then, I'll say you know, 
Rather than have your same discourse afresh. 
sosTRATA. Oh! You are unjust, to bid me keep silence 
In such a matter. 
CHREMES. I bid you not. Speak on. I none the less 
Will do it notwithstanding. 


SOSTRATA. Will you do it? 
CHREMES. In sooth. 
SOSTRATA. See you not what a grievous mischief 


You start from this? He deems himself a changeling. 
CHREMES. ‘Changeling’ you say? 


SOSTRATA. Husband, ’tis so. 

CHREMES. And you, 
Do you confess it? 

SOSTRATA. Ah! beseech you, leave 


That to our enemies. Shall I confess 
Him who was born my son to be none of mine? 
CHREMES. What! Can you fear you cannot prove him 
yours, 
Whene’er you wish? 
SOSTRATA. Because I found a daughter, 
Mean you? 
CHREMES. No; but, to be believed, you soon shall prove 
That which in character so like to you 
Is, to be yours. He is your very double; 
No fault found in him, but the same in you. 
See, he comes out. How soberly he looks! 
So shall you think him when you know the matter. 
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Scene V. CLITIPHO : SOSTRATA : CHREMES 
Enter Clitipho 


cLiTipHo. Mother, if time has been you found your 
comfort 
In me, and did desire to call me son, 
Prithee, remember it now, and let your pity 
Aid my misfortune. This is my wish, my prayer, 
Show me my parents. 
SOSTRATA. O, my son, beseech you, 
Drive not your thoughts to hold yourself a stranger. 
CLITIPHO. I am. 
sostRATA. Alack! beseech you, did you question 
this ? 
So I do pray you may outlive us both 
As you were born our son. Hereafter never, 
If you do love me, let me hear you speak 
Of this. 
CHREMES. And as for me, hereafter never 
If you do fear me, let me see in you 
These manners. 
CLITIPHO. What manners ? 
CHREMES. If you would know, 
Pll name them.— Wastrel, idler, cheat, and glutton, 
A brothel-haunter and a prodigal— 
Believe you are all these, and then believe 
You are our son. 
CLITIPHO. Not these a father’s words. 
CHREMES. Had I begot you from my head as Jove, 
They say, begot Minerva, not for that 
Would I suffer myself be shamed by your ill deeds. 


SOSTRATA. Now Heaven avert! 
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CHREMES. What Heaven may do, I know not, 
But I will use what diligence I can. 
You seek for parents which you have, but seek not 
That which you lack, how to obey your father 
And save the substance by his labour earned. 
You dared parade by tricks before my face 
Your—shame forbids me say the shameful word 
P your mother’s presence—though it forbade you no- 
wise 
To do the act. 
CLITIPHO. [Aside.| Alas! I am ashamed and to myself 
Seem altogether hateful. I cannot tell 
How first begin to appease him. 


Scene VI. MENEDEMUS : CHREMES : SOSTRATA : CLITIPHO 
Enter Menedemus from his house 


MENEDEMUuS. Sooth, Chremes is too heavy on his son: 
He racks him too inhumanly. I come 
To patch a peace between ’em. Good: they are here. 
CHREMES. Ho! Menedemus, comest to bid the bride 
Be led to the wedding, and to make fast the dowry 
I promised ? 


SOsTRATA. — Husband, do not so, beseech you. 

CLITIPHO. Father, forgive, beseech you. 

MENEDEMUS. Pardon him, Chremes. 
Let me entreat you. 

CHREMES. To give my goods to Bacchis 
Wittingly? No. 

MENEDEMUS. Nay, but that we'll prevent. 


cLiTiPHo. Father, as you would have me live, forgive. 
sosTRATA. Do so, my husband. 
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MENEDEMUS. Prithee, Chremes, do it; 
Be not so stubborn. 

CHREMES. How now? I see I cannot 
Maintain as I began it. 

MENEDEMUS. Now you do 
As best becomes you. 

CHREMES. Yet on that condition 


T’'ll do it, that he does what I think fitting. 
cLiTIPHO. Father! I will do anything. Command me. 
CHREMES. You shall take a wife. 


CLITIPHO. Father! 

CHREMES. Nay, not a word. 
sosTRATA. I take it on myself. He'll do it. 

CHREMES. Yet 


He is silent. 
CLITIPHO. [Aside.| 1am undone! 


SOSTRATA. Do you hesitate, 
Clitipho ? 

CHREMES. Well, which he lists. 

SOSTRATA. He shall do all. 


MENEDEMUS. [To Clitipho.] These things are burdensome 
when you begin ’em 
And know them not; when known, much easier. 
cuiTiPHo. I'll do it, father. 
SOSTRATA. I’ faith, my son, and I 
Will find you a fine wife, easy to love, 
The daughter of Phanocrates. 


CLITIPHO. What, her? 
That red-polled, green-eyed, hook-nosed, freckled 
wench? 


Father, I cannot! 
CHREMES. Lo you! How nice he is. 
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You'd say he’d given it thought. 

SOSTRATA. [ll find another. 

cLITIPHO. Nay, if I needs must marry, I know of one 
Near to my liking. 


CHREMES. Now I approve thee, son. 

cLitipHo. Archonides’ daughter here. 

SOSTRATA. She is very well. 

CLITIPHO. Father, one thing remains. 

CHREMES. What? 

CLITIPHO. Pardon Syrus 
What for my sake he did. 

CHREMES. So be it then. 


caNToR. Gentles, farewell, and let your hands applaud. 


PHAEDRIA. 


CHAEREA. 
CHREMES. 
ANTIPHO. 
LACHES. 


THRASO. 
GNATHO. 
PARMENO. 
SANGA. 
DORUS. 


THAIS. 
PYTHIAS. 
DORIAS. } 
SOPHRONA. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


A young gentleman of Athens, in love with 
Thais. 

A youth, his brother. 

A young gentleman. 

A youth, friend to Chaerea. 

An old gentleman, father to Phaedria and 
Chaerea. 

A Captain of mercenaries. 

A parasite, follower to Thraso. 

A slave, servant to Phaedria and Chaerea. 

A cook, slave to Thraso. 

A eunuch. 


A courtesan. 
Maidservants to Thais. 


A nurse. 


The scene is a public place in Athens: on the one side 
the house of Thais, on the other that of Laches. 


PROLOGUE 


Ir any strives all honest men to please 
Most as he may, and least the many offend, 
Your poet would be counted one of these. 
Then, be there one that ’gainst him doth pretend 
We spoke too harshly, let him think that still 
We answer but his injury. Him I mean 
Who by translating well but writing ill 
Turns good Greek to bad Latin—as was seen 
When late he did present Menander’s ‘Ghost’. 
And in the “Treasure’ made him first to prove, 
That was defendant, how the gold was lost, 
Before the plaintiff showed how his the trove, 
Or whence into his father’s tomb it came. 
Nor let him cheat himself, and reason so; 
‘Now I am done: he has no more to blame.’ 
Let him mistake not, nor provoke us moe: 
Much else we have, which we to-day forgive, 
But later will declare, if he pursue 
As he began. The play that now we give, 
Menander’s ‘Eunuch’, he contrived to view, 
When first the Aediles bought. We ’gan to do it 
Before the magistrates, when out he cries; 
‘A thief has made this piece and not a poet; 
He stole the play, but shall not steal the prize. 
Naevius and Plautus wrote an older play, 
“The Flatterer”; thence the parasite is took, 
The captain too.’ If it be as he say, 
In heedlessness we sinned, and not by book, 
Desiring to deceive. Judge you our sin 

K 
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From this. “The Flatterer’ ’s by Menander writ, 
And there’s a flattering parasite therein, 

And a vainglorious captain. We admit 

We took them for our ‘Eunuch’ from the Greek, 
But that we knew that Latin plays before 

Were made of it, we deny. If to bespeak 

Our characters from stock’s forbid, how more 
Can we describe a slave that runs and rails, 
Make wives be honest, courtesans be ill, 
Parasites hungry, soldiers full of tales, 

A child be changed, an old man gulled at will 
By his own slave: or any one be led 

By love or hate or jealousy ? In fine 

There’s naught to say that others have not said. 
So should you reason of it, and not repine, 

If what old poets practised new ones do. 

Give ear. Listen in silence and you’ll know 
Fully what this our ‘Eunuch’ has to show. 


ACT | 


PHAEDRIA : PARMENO 


ri. 


Y), Enter Phaedria and Parmeno 


“pHAEDRIA. What’s to do then? Shall I not go to her even 
Now that she calls me unasked? Shall I not choose 
Arrange me rather so as not to suffer 
A harlot’s scorns? She shut her door against me; 

Now bids me back. Shall I return? No, never, 
Though she besought! 
PARMENO. I’ faith, that’s fine! that’s brave! 
If you can do it. But if you begin 
And then perform not strongly; if unable 
To suffer it out, you come when no one calls, =— 
Offering yourself, making no terms of peace, 
Showing you love her and cannot bear her want, 
*Tis done! Goto! Youare lost; she’ll feel you vanquished 
And make her sport of you. Therefore, O master, 
While there is time, consider and again 
Consider this: a thing which in itself 
Owns neither plan, method, nor boundary 
You cannot direct by plan. Love is full of faults; 
Wrongs and suspicions, enmities and truces, 
War and then peace. These are unfixed in nature 
And if you seek to do them by fixed rule, 
You shall no more effect than if you strove 
To run lunatic by rule. What you now ponder 
With your enraged self—‘Shall I go to her, 
Who him...? who me...? who would not...? Now, 
let be; 
I’d rather die: shall feel what man I am’— 
K2 
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All this with but one little lying tear, 
Scarce squeezed by piteous rubbing from her eyes, 
She shall wipe out, by Heaven; and then, to boot, 
She shall accuse you: you shall get punishment 
To boot. 
PHAEDRIA. O, monstrous fact! I well perceive 
That she is villainous and I am wretched. 
I loathe the love I burn with: thinking, knowing, 
Seeing, and all alive I run on death. 
I know not what to do. 
PARMENO. What should you do 
But buy yourself release, since you are captive, 
Cheap as you can? If for a groat you cannot, 
For what you can: and not torment yourself. 
PHAEDRIA ‘This is your counsel? 
PARMENO. Yea, if you are wise; 
Do not, besides the troubles love imports 
Add yet another: those it imports, bear well. 
But, look, she comes, the locust of our field, 
For she devours our harvest ere it yield! 


Scene IT. THAIS : PHAEDRIA : PARMENO 
Enter Thais, from her house 


THaIs. Alas! I fear that Phaedria bore it ill, 
And took it otherwise than as I did it, 
That yesterday I shut him out. 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] Parmeno, 
I have fallen all a-cold with shakes and shivers, 
The moment that I saw her. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Be comforted: 
Draw nigh this fire and you shall soon be warm 
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THAIS. Who speaks? What! my dear Phaedria, 
Wert here? Why stoodest? Why camest not straight 
within ? 


PARMENO. [Aside.] Butofourshutting-outnosingle word. . 
THAIS. Why art thou mute? 
PHAEDRIA. Surely, because this door 
Stands ever open to me, and I with you 
Am ever first. 
THAIS. Have done with that. 
PHAEDRIA. “Have done’; 
How so? O Thais, Thais, would I had 
The same share of your love as you of mine! 
Would it were balanced, that you should grieve the same 
As I for this; or that I weighed your act 
Little as you. 
THAIS. Beseech you, Phaedria, love, 
Rack not yourself. Marry, I did it not 
Because I love or cherish others more; 
But so the matter stood, it must be done. 
PARMENO. You barred your door to him for love, I think; 
Poor lady! so it falls! 


THAIS. Do you deal with me thus, 
Parmeno? Go to! [To Phaedria.] But listen, for what sake 
I bade them call you here. 

PHAEDRIA. So be it. 

THAIS. Tell me 
This first, is this fellow secret ? 

PARMENO. I? most secret. 


But, look you, this condition binds my tongue: 
All truth I hear I hold and keep most secret; 
But if it’s false, or idly said, or forged, 
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Then, presto, out it comes; I am full of cracks 
And run through all of them. Therefore speak truth, 
If you would have it secret. 
THAIS. My mother Samian was and dwelt at Rhodes. 
PARMENO. This may be kept secret. 
THAIS. In Rhodes a merchant to my mother gave 
A tiny girl, stolen from Attica here. 
PHAEDRIA. A citizen? 
THAIS. , So I suppose. We know not 
For sure. /She told herself her mother’s name 
And father’s; but her country, or other tokens, 
She knew not, nor for her age ’twas possible. 
The merchant added this, that from the pirates, 
Of whom he bought, he heard she had been stolen 
From Sunium. 
My mother, when she got her, ’gan with care 
To teach and train in all things asshe had been _ 
Her daughter. Most believed her for my sister.“ 
I cameaway to Athens with a stranger,— 


< out. 
How’s that? 
ARMENO. Since you were neither sapfSfied with one, 
Nor he the only giver; [Pointing to/Phaedria.] this one too 
Brought you a great and goodly/share of it. 
THAIS. *Tis true; but let me finish where I would. 
Meantime a captain was had come to love me: 
He voyaged into Caria. At that season 
I came to thy acquaintance. Thou knowest thyself 
Thereafter how I hold thee next my heart, 
And all my purposes entrust to thee. 
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PHAEDRIA. Parmeno shall publish this too! 

PARMENO. Is there a doubt of it? 

THAIS. Oh, if you love me, attend. My mother died 
In Rhodes but lately. There she has a brother 
Something too greedy of getting. When he sees 
This maid well featured, skilful on the lute, 

Hoping a price he sends her straight to market 
And sells her. By lucky hap my friend I spoke of 
Was there. He bought her for a gift to me, 

All ignorant and unknowing of her story. 

He hath returned: since he perceived me having 
Business with thee as well, industriously 

He forges pretexts not to give her; says 

If he had surety to be preferred 

Above thee by me, and feared not, when I got her, 
I should desert him, he’d give her; but in sooth 
He fears it: rather as I do suspect 

He hath set his mind on the girl. 

PHAEDRIA. Hath he set aught else? 

THAIS. Naught, for asked. Now there are many reasons, 
My Phaedria, why I desire to take her from him. 
First, she is called my sister. Then, to restore her 
And give her back to her own. I am alone; 

I have no friend, no kinsman in this place; 
Wherefore I’d make me friends by service, Phaedria. 
Pray you, aid me in this, to make it easier. 

Let him for these few days take the first part 

With me... You answer not? 

PHAEDRIA. Vile wretch, 

What should I answer thee, whose deeds are such? 

PARMENO. Good, master! Well said! She hath pricked thee 
on the raw at last. Thou art a man! 
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PHAEDRIA. Did I not know thy drift? ‘A child was stolen 
From here: my mother reared it as her own: 
Twas called my sister: I desire to get her, 
To bring her to her kin.’ Faith, all these words 
Result at last in this—I am shut out, 
He taken in. What cause? Unless thou lovest 
Him more than me, and fearest now this girl, 
That is brought here, lest she should snatch from thee 
So great a prize as he. 
THAIS. Do I fear that? 
PHAEDRIA. What else troubles thee then? Come, tell me 
that. 
Doth he alone give gifts? Where hast thou felt 
My kindness closed against thee? When thou didst say 
Thou wisht an Ethiop maid, did I not seek her, 
Forsaking all my business? After that 
Thou saidst thou’d have a eunuch, for that queens 
Alone do use ’em. I found one. Yesterday 
Twenty minae I paid for both of these. 
Spite of your scorns I still kept this in mind. 
For this do you spurn me? 
THAIS. Nay then, Phaedria, — 
Though I would get the girl, and do believe 
It can this way best be done, yet notwithstanding, 
Sooner than have thee hate me, I'll do thy bidding. 
PHAEDRIA. Would that that word were spoken from your 
soul 
And truly spoke, ‘Sooner than have thee hate me’. 
If in sincerity I thought it said 
I could suffer anything. 
PARMENO. [Aside] How soon he totters, 
By one word overthrown! 
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THAIS. Alas! do I not speak from my soul? What thing 
Hast wished of me, e’en in jest, but thou hast got? 
Now cannot I get this of thee, to yield 
A bare two days! 

PHAEDRIA. If it were only two. 

I fear lest those two days may grow to twenty. 

THAIS. Surely not more than two, or... 

PHAEDRIA. ‘Or’ me no ‘ors’! 

THAIS. It shall not be. Let me entreat you this much. 

PHAEDRIA. Forsooth, I must do your fancy. 

THAIS. I do love thee, 
And thou deservest: thou art my good lord. 

PHAEDRIA. [’ll to the country, stew there these two days. 
I am so resolved, since Thais must be humoured. 

Thou, Parmeno, see those slaves be brought to her. 
PARMENO. Yea, without fail. [Exit Parmeno.] 
PHAEDRIA. For these two days, Thais, farewell. 

THAIS. Farewell, 
My Phaedria; dost thou wish aught else? 

PHAEDRIA I wish? 

Aye, that thou mayest be in thy captain’s arms 

Far from him; that all day and every night 

Thy love, thy longing, dreams, wishes, and thoughts 

May be of me, thy hopes and thy delights 

And all thy being mine. To sum it up, 

Make thou thyself my soul, as I am thine. 

[Lxit Phaedria. 

THaIs. Alas! Mayhap he has little faith in me, 

And judges me now from others’ dispositions. 

Marry, in my conscience I am sure of this, 

I told no lie, and dearer than this Phaedria 

None to my heart. All that I here have done 
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I did for the girl’s sake. Almost I hope 
| I have discovered her brother, a high-born youth. 


He hath appointed come to my house to-day; 
in and wait until he comes. 


[Zit Thais. 
ACL II 


Scene [, PHAEDRIA meee 
Enter Phaedria and Parmeno 


PHAEDRIA. Do as I bid, let them be brought here. 

PARMENO. I will do it. 

PHAEDRIA. But carefully. 

PARMENO. So it shall be. 

PHAEDRIA. But speedily. 

PARMENO. So it shall be. 

PHAEDRIA. Hast got thy orders sufficiently ? 

PARMENO. You ask and ask as if it were difficult! Would 
you could find something, Phaedria, as easily as you 
will lose this. 

PHAEDRIA. I lose myself with it, which touches me more 
nearly. Bear it not in so grudging a spirit. 

PARMENO. Nay never so, since I shall put performance to 
it. Have you any other commands? 

PHAEDRIA. Let your speech embellish my gift, to your 
best ability, and to your best ability thrust that fellow 
from her. 

PARMENO. I have it in mind, even though you gave me 
no word of instruction. 

PHAEDRIA. I’Il to the country and will stay there. 

PARMENO. That is my judgement too. 

PHAEDRIA. But, look you! 
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PARMENO. What’s your will? 

PHAEDRIA. Believe you I shall be able to hold fast and en- 
dure it out, not to return in the meantime? 

PARMENO. You? By God, I think not. For either you 
shall come back at once, or presently, at night, you shall 
not be able to sleep and shall be driven this way. 

PHAEDRIA. I will do some labour to tire myself out till 
I sleep willy-nilly. 

PARMENO. You shall lie awake for weariness; this way 
you shall do it the more. 

PHAEDRIA. Goto! Parmeno, your words are naught. By 
God, I must expel this softness of spirit; I am too tender 
with myself. After all, can I not go without her even 
three days together, if need be? 

PARMENO. How! Three whole days! Take heed what you 
do. 

PHAEDRIA. My resolution stands. [Exit Phaedria. 

PARMENO. Gracious God, what a sickness is this! That 
men should be so transmuted by love that you would not 
know one to be the same. No one was less fond than 
this man, none graver nor of a greater continence. But 
who comes this way? Oho! it is Gnatho, parasite to the 
captain. He brings the girl with him that is to be given 
to Thais. Gods, a comely wench! It is marvel if 1 do not 
get myself a foul name here to-day with my withered 
eunuch. This one outdoes Thais herself. 


Scene II. GNATHO: PARMENO 
[Enter Gnatho with a girl and attendant. 


GNATHO. Immortal Gods, how one man surpasses another! 
What difference there is betwixt a fool and a wise man! 
This now came to my mind out of this matter. Coming 
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here to-day I met a certain man of mine own place and 
station in this city, a joyous companion, who had licked 


away his father’s estate even as I. I behold him unshorn, _ 


unwashed, and afflicted, with his year his tags show- 
ing on him. ‘Oh, quoth I, ‘why thus apparelled?’ 
‘Alas,’ quoth he, ‘because I have lost all I had; see where 
Iam reducedg@All my acquaintance, yea, and my friends 
abandon me.’ ~Hereon I despised him by comparison 
with myself. “Thou great sluggard,’ quoth I, ‘hast thou 
so arranged thyself as to have no hope left in thyself? 
Hast thou lost thy understanding with thy estate? Seest 
thou me arisen from the same place as thyself? my colour, 
my sleekness, my garments, the habit of my body? 
I possess though possessing nothing; though I have 
nothing, nothing is lacking to me.’ ‘For my misfortune,’ 
quoth he, ‘I cannot make myself laughable nor bear 
blows.’ ‘How?’ quoth I, ‘Believest thou that by these 
means it is done? Thou wanderest wholly from the 
road! That kind drove a trade aforetime, in the days of 
our grandfathers. Now is a new sort of coney-catching; 
Sooth, I was first to find this way. There is a breed of 
men that would have themselves first in all things, and 
are not: them I pursue: further I arrange it, not that they 


Y 


/ 


should laugh at me; nay, I laugh on them to boot, the \ , 


while I make marvel at their great wits. All that they 
affirm I approve; if again they deny it, I approve that 
also. I say nay to their nay and yea to their yea: in fine, 
I have put this commandment on myself, to agree in all 
things. This manner of trade is much the most profitable 
to-day.’ 

PARMENO. [Aside.] I” faith a knowing knave! He takes 
fools and turns them into madmen. / 
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GNaTHO. While we converse thus, when we come mean- 
while to the meat-market, there run joyfully to meet us 
all the confectioners, sellers of sea-monsters, butchers, 
cooks, poultry-feeders, and fishermen, who had and have 
much profit of me, both while I kept my estate and since 
I have lost it. They salute me, bid me to supper, give 
thanks for my coming. When yon hungry wretch sees 
I have so much honour and get my living so easily he 
began there and then to beseech me that I would let him 
learn the business of me. I bade him follow me, desiring 
if possible that even as the sects of the philosophers take 
their appellations from them, so parasites may be called 
Gnathonists. 

PARMENO. [Aside.| Mark what idleness and another man’s 
meat will do for a man! 

GNATHO. But I must make haste to deliver this girl to 
Thais and ask her come to supper. I see Parmeno, who is 
servant to our rival, standing before Thais’ porch in a 
melancholy. Our affair goes well. Assuredly they are 
frost-bitten here. I am resolved to mock this dull slave. 

PARMENO. [Aside.]| They suppose that with this gift 
Thais is their own. 

GNATHO. Save and thrice save you, honoured Parmeno! 
How go your 

PARMENO. On my feet. 

cNnaTHo. That I perceive. See you aught here not to your 
liking ? 

PARMENO. You. 

GNATHO. I believe you. Aught else? 

PARMENO. How so? 

GNATHO. Because you are sad. 

PARMENO. Not I! 
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GNATHO. Be not so. But what think you of this chattel ? 
[Pointing to the girl.| 

PARMENO. I’ faith, not bad. 

GNATHO. [Aside.] I scorch him. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] How his thoughts deceive him! 

GNATHO. How shall this present please Thais, think you? 

PARMENO. Now you would say this, that we are cast out 
hence. Alas! there is mutability in all things. 

GNATHO. I will give you peace, Parmeno, for six whole 
months, from running up and down and keeping watch 
till daylight. Do I gladden you? 

PARMENO. Gladden me? Gods! 

GNATHO. So I use with my friends. 

PARMENO. A good use! 

GNATHO. Do I stay you? Haply you were on an errand 
elsewhere. 

PARMENO. Nowhere. 

GNATHO. Then accordingly do me a small service. Get 
me admittance to Thais. 

PARMENO. Go to! Go to! In with you! Now this door 
stands open to you—since you bring the girl. 

GNATHO. Would you have any one from the house sent 
to you without? 

[Exit Gnatho with girl and attendant into Thais’ house. 

PARMENO. Let but these two days pass! Thou that art 
now so favoured to ope me this door with thy little 
finger, I will surely have thee wear out thy heels with 
kicking on it ere it budge. 

[Re-enter Gnatho alone from Thais’ house. 

GNATHO. Stand you still here, Parmeno? How! were you 
left here for a sentinel, to see that no messenger from the 
captain got through to her without your knowledge? 
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PARMENO. A droll wit! Is it a wonder since the captain 
loves him? [Exit Gnatho.] But I see my master’s youn- 
ger son coming this way. I wonder why he is away from 
the Piraeus, for he is now of the City guard there. Itis , 
not for nothing. And he comes in haste. He looks round.“ 


gv 


himfor something or other. Lo 


Scene IIT, CHAEREA : PARMENO 


CHAEREA. Death! I have lost the girl, and lost 
In losing sight of her! I am uncertain a 
Where seek, where track her down, from whom inquire, 
Which road to take. This is my only hopé, 
Where’er she is she cannot long be hidden. 
O fairest face! All women from my heart 
I now expunge: I hate these common shapes 
Of every day. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Lo you now, here’s the other, 
Babbling of love. Oh most unlucky father! 

Here’s one who if he start, you shall aver 
His brother’s doings were but play and jest 
To what his frenzy Il show. 

CHAEREA. May all the gods in heaven destroy the dotard 
Who held me in check to-day, and me for staying, 

Or giving a doit for him—Here’s Parmeno: 
Save you! 

PARMENO. Why are yousad? Why are you eager? 
Whence come you? 

CHAEREA. By God, I know not whence I come, 
Nor where I go: I have so forgot myself. 

PARMENO. Why, prithee? 

CHAEREA. I love. 

PARMENO. Oh! 


~ 
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CHAEREA. Parmeno, now you shall show 
What man you are. You know you often promised 
Me thus, ‘Chaerea, but find yourself a love, 
I?ll show you then that I am serviceable 
In such a matter-—when I used to steal 
All of my father’s larder and convey it 
In secret to your cell. 


PARMENO. Come, silly boy! 
CHAEREA. I’ faith I did so. Now, if you please, your 
promise, 


Make it to show in action—here’s a case 

Well worth that you should strain your sinews in it. 
This maid is not like ours, whose mothers study 

To make them slope i’ the shoulders, bind their breasts 
That they be slender; be one a trifle buxom, 

Call her a prize-fighter and dock her rations; 

Till girls that nature has been kind to are 

Made bulrushes by training; and for that 


Their lovers love ’em. 


PARMENO. How’s this maid of yours? 
CHAEREA. A novel face of beauty. 
PARMENO. Oh marvellous! 


CHAEREA. A colour truly owned, a body firm 


And full of sap. 


PARMENO. Her years ? 

CHAEREA. Her years? Sixteen. 
PARMENO. ‘The very flower! 

CHAEREA. Deliver me this flower, 


By force, by stealth, by prayers, I care not how, 
So as I get her. 
PARMENO. Say, whose maid is she? 
CHAEREA. |’ faith I know not. 
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PARMENO. Whence comes she? 
CHAEREA. That no more. 
PARMENO. Where dwells she? 

CHAEREA. Not even that. 

PARMENO. Where did you see her? 
CHAEREA. Upon the street. 

PARMENO. How did you come to lose her? 


CHAEREA. Why, that was why I came but now so peevish. 
I think there’s none but me whose happy chances 
All turn against him more. The devil’s in it! 
Oh, death! 

_PARMENO. What happened? 

CHAEREA. What? Call you to mind 
Old Archidemides, my father’s kinsman? 

PARMENO. Surely. 


CHAEREA. While I am following her, he meets me. 
PARMENO, Faith, a mischance. 
CHAEREA. Say rather a misfortune— 


Mischances, Parmeno, are slighter stuff— 

I can take oath I’d not set eyes on him 

For six or seven full months until to-day, 

When least I wished and least I needed it. 

Is not this like a miracle? How say sy V7 
PARMENO. Most like. ; 
CHAEREA. Straightway he runs at yséfrom so far off, 

All bent and shaking, sending 

Through’s pendulous lips. ‘Ho! Chaerea, Ho!’ he 

cries, 

‘I speak to you.’ I stood. ‘Know you,’ quoth he, 

“What I would have you do?’ ‘Say it.’ “To-morrow 

‘T have a case at trial.’ ‘What then?’ ‘Be careful 

To tell your father that he keep in mind 

¥ 


146 THE EUNUCH Act IT 
He must i’ the morning come with me to court.’ 


While he discourses thus an hour slipped by. 
I ask, would he aught else. “All’s well,’ quoth he. 
Tam off. When I look this way to find the maid, 
She meanwhile had upon the instant turned 
Into our street here. 
PARMENO. [Aside.]| Tis wonder if it be not 
She that was sent just now a gift to Thais. 
CHAEREA. When I come here she’s nowhere to be found. 
PARMENO. Surely she had some company with her? 
CHAEREA. Aye, so—a parasite and a serving-woman. 
PARMENO. “Tis she. Away! give over! the dirge is done. — 
CHAEREA. You prate of something else. 
PARMENO. I prate of this. 
CHAEREA. Know you then who she is? Tell me. Hast 
seen her ? 
PARMENO. I saw, I know, I wot where she was taken. 
CHAEREA. O Parmeno, dear Parmeno, you know her? 
PARMENO. I know her. 
CHAEREA. And where she is? 
PARMENO. She was brought here to Thais, 
The courtesan ; she’s given her for a present. 
CHAEREA. Who is the prince that sends a gift like this? 
PARMENO. The captain Thraso, Phaedria’s rival. 
CHAEREA. Ha! 
My brother’s case is a hard one, by your telling. 
PARMENO. Yea, if you knew what gift he matches with 
This gift, to balance it, you’d say so more. 
CHAEREA. Prithee, what’s that, by God? 
PARMENO. A eunuch, 
CHAEREA. Lord! 
That shameful creature he bought yesterday, 
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That old man-woman? 
PARMENO. That’s the one. 
CHAEREA. For sure 
You shall be kicked from the door, your gift and all. 
I knew not that yon Thais was our neighbour. 
PARMENO. It is but lately. 
CHAEREA. Plague! that I’ve never seen her! Tell me this / 


now, Wi 
Is she such beauty as they say? 
PARMENO. In sooth. 
CHAEREA. But naught to this of mine? 
PARMENO. That’s other matter? 
CHAEREA. Beseech you, Parmeno, let me possess her: 
Do it, i’ faith. 
PARMENO. I will be strenuous in it; 


Nay, I'll give pains, I’ll help. Would you aught else? 
CHAEREA. Where go you now? 


PARMENO, Home, to conduct these chattels 
— Thais, as your brother bade. 
CHAEREA. Oh! happy 


Yon eunuch, to be given to this house! 
PARMENO. How so? 
CHAEREA. You ask? Shall have before his eyes 
Ever i’ the house a fellow-servitor 
Of beauty nonpareil, shall speak with her, 
Be in one chamber, sometimes take his meals 
With her, yea, now and then sleep near her side. 
PARMENO. What if you now were fortunate like this? 
CHAEREA. How, Parmeno, tell me? 


PARMENO. If you took his garb. 
CHAEREA. His garb, what then? 


PARMENO. I brought you there for him. 
: L2 


n) 


’ 
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CHAEREA. | listen. 
PARMENO, I said that you were he. 
CHAEREA. I follow. 
PARMENO. You should enjoy those blessings which you 
said 
Just now that he should: take your meals together, 
Be near her, touch, play with her, sleep close by, _ e\\ 
Since of these women no one knows your features ™, \ “6 
Nor who you are. Besides, your face and age nN 
Such, you may pass for eunuch easily. WW 
CHAEREA. Oh, fairly said! I ne’er saw better counsel. 
Come, let us straight within. Dress you me up, 
Carry me, bring me there soon as you may. 
PARMENO. What’s this? I did but jest. 
CHAEREA. And now you babble. 
PARMENO. A plague! Alack, what have I done? 
[Chaerea catches him by the arms. 
Where thrust you? 
You'll fell me in a minute. Stay, I tell you. 
CHAEREA. Let’s go. 


PARMENO. Do you persist? 

CHAEREA. I am resolved. 
PARMENO. Look you now, is not this too hot work? 
CHAEREA. No, never; 


Let’s to it. 
PARMENO. Nay, but I shall be the mortar 
Wherein these beans are pounded. 
CHAEREA. Oh! 
PARMENO. We do 
Dastardly. 
CHAEREA. Is it dastard, if 1 am brought 
Into a harlot’s house, and to those torments, 


—_—— 
i 
=< ” ; 
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That mock us and our youth, and rack us ever 

With every sort of torture, I repay 

Their favour now and cheat them all the same 

As we by them are cheated? Were it more just 

Do to my father so and play him with tricks? 

Then they who learned should blame: this all shall think 
Deserved, if done. 
PARMENO. How then? If you’re resolved 

To doit, do. Only lay not the blame 

After on me. 
CHAEREA. I will not. 
PARMENO. Do you bid me? 
CHAEREA. Do I bid? I constrain you and command: 

I'll never shirk to shoulder it. Follow me. 
PARMENO. Heaven help the issue! 
[Exeunt Chaerea and Parmeno into Laches’ house. 


ee ACT Il 
Scene I. THRASO : GNATHO : PARMENO 


Enter Thraso and Gnatho 


THRASO. Truly, did Thais give me hearty thanks? 
GNATHO. No bounds to them. 
THRASO. She was well pleased, you say? 
cnatHo. Aye! Yet not so much with the gift itself 

As that ’twas given by you. In sooth for that 

She triumphs in earnest. 


Enter Parmeno, behind 
PARMENO. | come to watch, that when occasion serves 
I may bring him over. Lo! the captain’s here! 
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THRASO. Truly, this is a gift 1 am endowed with, 
That all I do earns thanks. 

GNATHO. Faith, I have marked it. 

THRASO. Even the King would ever give me greatest 
For all I did: he was not so with others. 

GNATHO. A man of wit oft transfers with his tongue 
Glory by others’ hard endeavour won 
To himself. This is your quality. 


THRASO. Thou hast it. 
GNATHO. And so the King carried you... 

THRASO. That did he. 
GNATHO. I’ the apple of his eye! 

THRASO. Sooth! He’d entrust 


All of his armies, all his policies. 
GNATHO. Marvellous! 
THRASO. Then, if weariness of men 

Or hate of business e’er took hold on him, 

When he would rest, as it were... You understand ? 
GNATHO. I know: when, as it were, he’d spew from his 


soul 
All that affliction. 
THRASO. You are there. Then he would take me 
Apart, his only boon-fellow. 
GNATHO. Aha! 


A King of a nice palate this you speak of! 
THRASO. Aye! Such a man he is: a man of few... 
GNATHO. [Aside.| Of none, I think, if he do live with 

you. 

THRASO. All envied me, would bite me in the back; 

I gave nota groat. *T'was pity how they envied! 

Yet one especially, out of all bounds, 

The prefect of the Indian elephants,— 
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When he grew troublesome, ‘Strato,’ quoth I, 
‘Art thou so savage because thou orderest beasts? ’ 
GNATHO. By God, ’twas fairly said and wisely too. 
You choked him there. What said he? 
THRASO. Dumb at once. 
GNATHO. How should he not be? 
PARMENO. [Aside.] Gods! What a lost and wretched fool 
is this! 
And Fotper a corpse-snatcher! 
THRASO. "Come, Gnatho, have I never told you this, 
The way I touched the Rhodian at a feast ? 
GNATHO. Never; beseech you, tell me. [Aside.] I have 
heard it. 
A thousand times and more. 
THRASO. This Rhodian youth I speak of was at dinner 
Once in my company. I had a whore 
With me, it chanced. He ’gan to play with her, 
And jeer at me. ‘How, Impudence!’ quoth I, 
‘Art but a rabbit, and runnest after flesh?’ 
GNATHO. Ha! Ha! 
THRASO. How’s that? 
GNATHO. Droll! Fine! Superb! Unequalled! 
This jest, beseech you, was it of your coining ? 


I had believed it old. 


THRASO. Hadst heard it? 

GNATHO. Often, 
And ’tis of the first water. 

THRASO. It is mine. 


GNATHO. The pert and thoughtless boy should smart at 


this. 
PARMENO. [Aside.] Why, God smite thee! 
GNATHO. What said he, prithee? 
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THRASO. Lost! All that were there 
Were like to die of laughing. In a word, 
All feared me from that time. 
GNATHO. And with good cause. 
THRASO. But, look you, do I clear myself to Thais 
About this girl, since she suspects I love her? 
GNATHO. Not for the world. Nay rather feed her fear. 
THRASO. Why? 
GNATHO. Do you ask? If ever she makes mention 
Of Phaedria, or praises him, you know 
How it burns you to the marrow? 
THRASO. So | feel. 
GNATHO. This matter is the only cure for it. 
When she names Phaedria, you Pamphila straight. 
If she e’er say, “Let us call Phaedria 
To drink with us,’ we should cry out for a song 
From Pamphila. Or if she praise his shape, 
Do you the other’s. Give her in a word 
Tit for her tat to bite her. 


THRASO. If she loved me 
This should advantage, Gnatho. 
GNATHO. Since she loves 


And looks for what you give, she has loved you long; 

To vex her this long time is easy done; 

She ever fears the harvest now she reaps 

You sometime may in wrath bestow elsewhere. 
THRASO. This is well said. It came not to my thoughts. 
GNATHO. You jest! you had not considered. Otherwise 


You had found it for yourself, and better too, 
O Thraso! 
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Scene IJ. THAIS : THRASO : GNATHO : PARMENO : PYTHIAS 
Enter Thais from her house, attended by Pythias 


THAIS. Methinks just now I heard the captain’s voice. 
He’s here. Save you, dear Thraso! 

THRASO. Dearest Thais! 

My lollipop, how goes it? Dost thou love us 
Touching yon lute-girl ? 

PARMENO. [Aside.] What a grace he shows! His present 
is the first thing in his salutation! 

THAIS. Most for your deserving. 

GNATHO. Now let us go to supper. Why do you stay? 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Lo, the other one! Would you call 
him man or beast? 

THAIS. When you will. I hinder you not. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Pll to them, and will pretend as if I 
came out this instant. [Comes forward to Thais.| Thais, 
go you abroad? 

THAIS. What! Parmeno! You have done well. To-day 
Egon a 

PARMENO. Where? 

THAIS. How, see you not the captain? 

PARMENO. I see him and he turns my stomach. When you 

desire, presents are here for you from Phaedria. 

THRASO. Why are we standing? ] Why do we not go 

hence? 

PARMENO. Prithee, give us leave, by God, be it by your 
grace, to make the lady gifts when we will, to meet and 
have speech of her. 

THRASO. Marvellous fine gifts, I warrant me, and a match 
to ours! 

PARMENO. The matter shall show. [Calling to Laches’ 
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house.| Ho, there! Bid them come out quickly, them that 
I bade come. [A dlackamoor girl comes out.| Come this 
way, thou. This one comes even from Aethiopia. 

THRASO. Here is a matter of three minae. 

GNATHO. Hardly that. 

PARMENO. Where art thou, Dorus? Come hither. [Chaerea 
comes out habited as a eunuch.| Here’s a eunuch for you! 
How seemly his aspect! How fresh his years! 

THAIS. Heaven love me, he is comely! 

PARMENO. What say you, Gnatho? Have you anything to 
scorn here? And what you, Thraso? They are silent: 
it is praiseenough. Make trial of him in letters, make itin 
wrestling, in music. I will give him to you for learned 
in all it is meet for a gentle youth to know. 

THRASO. I could employ this eunuch at a pinch, even 
sober... 

PARMENO. [Zo Thais.| And he who sent these gifts de- 
mands not that you live for him alone, and that for his 
sake others be barred out. He tells not his battles; he 
shows not his scars; he hinders not your free will, as 
some do. But when it is convenient, when you wish, 
when the season suits you, it is sufficient if then he be 
received. 

THRASO. It is apparent that this is the slave of a beggarly 
master, a poor wretch. 

GNATHO. Aye, by God, for I am sure no one would suffer 
him that had means to procure another. 

PARMENO. [Zo Gnatho.| Peace thou! I hold thee lower 
than the lowest man created. For inasmuch as thou hast 
bent thy spirit to the flattery of this [ pointing to Thraso], 
I think thou couldst seek thy bread on a dust-heap. 

THRASO. Shall we go now? 
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THAIS. First I will bring these within, and will also order 
some matters that I wish. After I will come straight out. 
[E2xit Thais into her house with Chaerea, 
the Blackamoor, and Pythias. 

THRASO. [Zo Gnatho.] I go hence: wait you for her. 

PARMENO. It is not seemly that a general should go 
through the street in company with his wanton. 

THRASO. Why should I waste words on thee? Thou art 
in the likeness of thy master. [Zit Parmeno. 

GNATHO. Ha! Ha! 

THRASO. Why do you laugh? 

GNATHO. At that you said but now. Also because your 
saying concerning the Rhodian came to my mind. But 
Thais comes out. 

THRASO. Go before us, run, let all be made ready at 
home. 

GNATHO. So be it. [ELxit Gnatho. 


Enter Thais, with Pythias and two maids 
THAIS. Pythias, if Chremes chance to come here, see you 
use your utmost diligence in this, first that you pray him 
to remain: if that is not convenient, that he return: if that 
he cannot, bring him to me. 
pyTHias. I will do so. 
THAIS. How? Wished I to say anything else? Look you, 
tend yon maid carefully. See that ye keep the house. 
[Exit Pythias to the housey 
THRASO. Let us go. Wf 
THAIS. [To her maids.] Follow me, ye. [Lxeunt pines. 
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Scene IIT, CHREMES : PYTHIAS 
Enter Chremes 


CHREMES. Surely the more and more I ponder on’t, 
This Thais means me mischief, *tis wonder else; 
So cunningly she lays her mines beneath, 
I saw it when she first did summon me. 
“What was your business with her?’ should you ask, 
I not so much as knew her. When I came 
She found excuse to keep me, said she’d been 
At prayers, and would debate with me a matter 
Of much import. Already I suspected 
There was some ill trick in it. She to lie down 
Beside me, make snug, and cast about for converse. 
When this grows cold, she out with it, how long since 
My father and mother died. I say, ‘so long’. 
Have I a farm at Sunium, and how far 
That from the sea? I think, ‘This is her whim; 
She hopes to pluck me of it.’ Last of all, 
Had [a little sister lost from thence? 
Was any woman with her? What had she on 
When she was lost? Could any swear to her? 
Why should she question thus >—unless perchance 
She claims herself to be—O, impudence!— 
My sister lost in childhood long ago. 
She, if she lives, hath sixteen years, no more, 
But Thais is my elder by some piece. 
She hath sent again, to beg me earnestly 
Come to her. Let her declare her wish, or else 
Trouble me not. By God, I'll not come a third time. 
[Knocks. 


Ho! there, is any within? I am Chremes. 
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Enter Pythias from the house 
PYTHIAS. O sweet gentleman! 
CHREMES. Said I not that they laid a trap for me? 
pYTHIAS. Thais prayed you most urgently that you would 
return here to-morrow. 
CHREMES. I go to the country. 
PYTHIAS. Come, as you love me. 
CHREMES. I cannot, I say, 
pyTHias. Then do you abide with us here, till she returns. 
CHREMES. I cannot that either. 
PyYTHIAS. Wherefore not, my Chremes? 
CHREMES. To the devil with you! 
pyTuias. If you are so resolved, prithee go over there, 
where she is. 
CHREMES. I will go. 
PYTHIAS. [Calling to a maid-servant.| Away, Dorias! 
Bring this gentleman to the captain’s, and quickly. 
[Exit Chremes accompanied by Dorias, Pythias 
returns into the house. 


Scene IV. ANTIPHO 
Enter Antipho 


ANTIPHO. Yesterday some of us youth met in the Piraeus 
and agreed to dine to-day in company, paying scot. We 
put Chaerea to have charge of the matter, gave our rings, 
appointed time and place. The time has gone by: in the 
place we spoke of there is nothing prepared: he himself 
is nowhere: I know not what to say or make of it. Now 
the others have given me the business of seeking him, 
and therefore I come to see if he be at home. Who is this 
coming from Thais’ house? Is it he or no? It is he. 
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What transfigurement of a man is this? What is this 
garb? What mischief have we here? I cannot guess nor 
wonder enough: only, whatever it be, I were better keep 
my distance till I come to some knowledge of it. 

[Draws into the background. 


Scene V, CHAEREA : ANTIPHO 
Enter Chaerea, in his eunuch’s habit, from Thais’ house 


CHAEREA. Is any here? None! [Looks round.] Doth any 
follow me 
Out of the house? No soul! Now have I leave 
Give rein to my glee? 
O Heaven! O Death! on me your arrows shoot, 
Lest life with sorrows should this joy pollute! 
Pray that no spying stranger meet me now, 
To dog my footsteps any way I go, 
To press and plague me with his questioning 
Why Iam glad, why thus my arms I fling, 
Where go, whence come, where I this habit got, 
What do I seek, and am I mad or not! 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] I see he wants this service, I’ll supply. 
[Comes forward. 
Chaerea, why fling your arms? This habit, why ? 
What’s its intention? Wherefore are you glad? 
What do you want? Are you gone wholly mad? 
Why do you stare on me and silent stay ? 
CHAEREA, Save you, O friend, friend of a happy day! 
ANTIPHO. I prithee, tell me what the matter is. 
CHAEREA. Nay, faith, ’tis I beseech you listen to it. 
Thou knowest her my brother loves? 
ANTIPHO. I know: 
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Thais, surely, methinks. 
CHAEREA. The same. 
ANTIPHO. I mind me. 
CHAEREA. To-day a maid was sent her for a present. 
Why should I cry or praise her beauty to thee, 
Antipho, since thou knowest how nice I am 
Of shapes a critic? This one all disturbed me. 
ANTIPHO. Say you? 
CHAEREA. You'll rate her top, I am sure of it, 
If you shall see her. Why make many words? 
I ’gan to love her. By a lucky chance 
Was at our house a certain eunuch, bought 
For Thais by my brother; he not yet 
Was taken to her. Parmeno my servant 
Made thereupon a whisper in my ear 
At which I snatched. 
|ANTIPHO. What’s that? Lie 
)CHAEREA. If you'll be still 
You'll hear the quicker. That I should change my dress 
With that one, and should bid him bring me there 


Instead of him. 


ANTIPHO, The eunuch? 
CHAEREA. So. 
ANTIPHO. Prithee, 
What good to get from that? 
CHAEREA. You ask? Antipho, ~— 


To see, to hear, to be with her I loved. 
Was this wrong reckoning, or poor excuse? 
I am delivered to Thais; when she got me 
She is right glad, and brings me in the house, 
Commits the maid... 

ANTIPHO. To whom? To you? 
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CHAEREA. To me. 
ANTIPHO. A safe custodian, ha? 
CHAEREA. She orders that no man have access to her, 
And me commands not leave her, but to stay 
In the inner chamber with her, we two alone. 


At this I bow, keeping a modest eye =“ 


Fixed on the ground. 24 
ANTIPHO. For pity! // 
CHAEREA. / Quoth she, ‘T go 


To supper forth.’ She takes hér women with her: 

But two or three remain totend the maid, 

Raw girls. They straight make ready for her bath. 

I bid them haste. While/tis prepared the maid 

Sits i?’ the chamber, gazing upwards to 

A painted panel. ‘This was pictured on it, 

How Jove, they say, sent once a golden rain 

To Danae’s lap} I too began to look, 

And for the game he had played so long ago, 

So like to mine, my heart within me grew 

More wondrous glad, to think a God had changed 
Himself to man, and on a stranger’s roof 

Had slipped by stealth through the gutter, to put a cheat 
Ona poor girl. And what a God he was! 

“Who with his thunder shakes Heaven’s topmost towers.’ 
Should I, mere manikin, not do the like >— 

In sooth I did it and with a hearty will. 

As thus I meditate the maid is fetched 

To her bath meanwhile. She went and bathed, came back; 
Then the girls put her to bed. I stand expectant, 

If they have orders for me. Soon one comes, 

‘Ho there, Dorus,’ quoth she, ‘take you this fan 

Make a breeze for her so, the while we bathe: 
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When we have bathed do you bathe, if you will.’ 
I take it sullenly. 
ANTIPHO. Now more than aught 
I would I saw that impudent face of thine, 
As there thou stoodest, great ass, flapping thy fan! 
CHAEREA. Soon as she spoke they all rush out at once, 
Run to the bath with chattering, as it goes 
When masters are away. Meantime a sleep 
Came on the maid. I, peeping at her sideways, 
Thus, through the fan, and look around the while 
If all be clear; I see it so; and then 


I bolt the door. 
ANTIPHO. What next? 
CHAEREA. How, fool, “What next?’ 
ANTIPHO. True. 
CHAEREA. Should I miss an opportunity 


Shown me, so great, so short, so much desired, 
So little hoped? By Heaven! then in truth 
I were that I feigned to be. 
ANTIPHO. Faith, as you say. 
Meantime what of our dinner? What hast done? 
CHAEREA. Tis ready. 


ANTIPHO. Honest man! Where? At your house? 
CHAEREA. Nay, at our freedman’s, Discus. 
ANTIPHO. *Tis very far, 


But let us haste the quicker. Change your dress. 
CHAEREA. Where shall I change it? I am all at loss: 
I am debarred from home; I fear my brother 
May be within; then that my father now 
Has come from the country. 
ANTIPHO. Let us to my house; 
That’s nearest where to change. 
M 
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CHAEREA. You speak the truth. 
Let’s go. Besides I would take counsel with you 
Touching this Vella I shall go to get her 
For good hereafter. 

ANTIPHO. / Be it so. 

[Exeunt Antipho and Chaerea. 


ACR EY 
Yar Scene [, DORIAS 
oy Ve Enter Dorias, carrying a casket 


/ portas. God love me! I am piteously afraid that mad- 
man, such as I saw him, will make an uproar or do some 
violence to Thais. For when yon Chremes came, the 
youth that is the maid’s brother, she asks the captain to 
bid him be let in. He straightway fell into a rage yet 
dared not deny her. Thais presses him more to invite 
the young man. This she did for the sake of keeping 
him ; because she desired disclose matters to him touching 
his sister and the time was not fit for it. The captain 
invites him with along face. He stayed. Then forthwith 
she to converse with him, while the captain supposes 
a rival is brought in on him under his nose. He desired 
vex her in return. “Ho, boy,’ he cries, ‘fetch Pamphila, 
to pleasure us here!’ ‘Never in the world,’ cries she, 
‘that girl at a revel!’ The captain presses his point, 
then to quarrelling. Meantime my lady secretly slips off 
her trinkets and gives to me to carry away. This is 
a sure sign. I know she will withdraw herself from them 
as soon as she is able. 


Act IV, Se. IT THE EUNUCH 163 


Scene I, PHAEDRIA : (DORIAS) 
Enter Phaedria: Dorias stays in the background 


PHAEDRIA. Late journeying to the country I began, 
As haps to those that are in spirit vexed, 
Upon the road to ponder with myself 
First one thing, then another, and them all 
Drew to the worst. Why make a story of it? 
Considering thus, heedless I passed our manor. 
I had gone far when I perceived it. Then 
I hie me back in most distressful case. 
When to the cross-roads come, I stop and stand, 
And reason with myself, ‘What! must I stay 
A two days here alone without my love? 
What then? ’Tis naught. What’s naught? If not to 

touch her | 

My powers extend, shall they not stretch to seeing? 
If that’s forbidden, this at least allowed. 
To love, though at a string’s end, this for sure 
Is more than nothing.’ So I pass the place again, 
This time 0’ purpose. But what’s here, that Pythias 
Runs out of doors so fearful? 


Scene IIT. PYTHIAS : DORIAS : PHAEDRIA 
Enter Pythias from Thais’ house, much agitated 
PYTHIAS. Woeisme! Where shall I find that wicked curst 


villain? Where look for him? That he dared to do this 


horrid deed! 
PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] Pest! Iam afeared what this may be! 
PyTHIAS. Yea, and moreover the villain, after making 
M2 
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sport of the girl, hath rent all her clothing, poor wretch, 
and hath torn her by the hair. 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] Ha! 

PYTHIAS. If the caitiff were given me now, how willingly 
I would fly at his eyes with my nails! 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] For sure there has been some moil 
here while I was away. I'll to her. [Zo Pythias.| What’s 
this? What haste? Whom seek you, Pythias. 

pyTHias. Oh! It is Phaedria. 1? Whom doI seek? Get 
you to the devil your father, with your pretty presents! 

PHAEDRIA. What’s the matter here? 

PYTHIAS. You ask? That eunuch you gave us, what a 
moil he has made! He has deflowered the maid that the 
captain gave for a present to my mistress. 

PHAEDRIA. How say you? 

PyTHIAS. I am undone! 

PHAEDRIA. Thou art drunk. 

PYTHIAS. So may they be that wish me ill! 

Dorias. [Coming forward.| How now! Beseech you, my 
Pythias, what prodigy was this? 

PHAEDRIA. You rave. How coulda eunuch do this? 

PYTHIAS. What he was I know not: this that he has done, 
the matter shows. The girl weeps and when you 
question her dare not say what it is. He, honest man, is 
nowhere to be seen. Pity 0’ me! I suspect also that in 
going he hath robbed something from the house. 

PHAEDRIA. It is much to wonder if so slothful a creature 
could go far off, unless perchance he have returned to 
our house. 

PYTHIAS. Go see if he be there, pray you. 

PHAEDRIA. | will make you know presently. 

[Exit Phaedria into Laches’ house. 
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porias. Iam mazed! Beseech you, good Pythias, I never 
heard such unheard-of doings. 

pyTHIas. Nay, marry, I had heard they were very great 
lovers of women, but could do nothing. Alack, truly, 
this came not to my mind or I had shut him up some- 
where and had never committed the maid to him. 


Scene [V. PHAEDRIA : DORUS : PYTHIAS : DORIAS 


Enter Phaedria, dragging Dorus in Chaerea’s dress 


PHAEDRIA. Come out, rascal! What, wilt thou hang back, 
runagate? Out, thou scurvy bargain! 

porus. Beseech you! 

PHAEDRIA. O look at this, how the gallows hath twisted 
his favour! What didst thou returning to our house? 
What means this change of garments? What’s thy tale? 
If I had tarried ever so little, Pythias, I had not found 
him at home. He had already disguised him thus for 
a runaway. 

PYTHIAS. Prithee, hast thou the fellow? 

PHAEDRIA. Sooth I have. 

PYTHIAS. Oh, well done! 

porias. Marry, that is well indeed. 

pyTHIAS. Where is he? 

PHAEDRIA. Ask you? Do you not see him? 

PYTHIAS. I see him! beseech you, which? 

PHAEDRIA. This one, forsooth. 

pyTHIaAs. Who is this fellow? 

PHAEDRIA. The one that was brought you to-day. 

PYTHIAS. This man none of us ever set eyes on, Phaedria. 

PHAEDRIA. Never set eyes on? 
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PYTHIAS. Beseech you, did you believe that this one was 
brought us? 

PHAEDRIA. Since I had no other. 

pyTutas. Alack! this one is not to be compared to the 
other. He was of a virtuous and noble countenance. 

PHAEDRIA. You thought him so before because he was 
tricked out in motley: now you think him foul because 
he has it not. 

PYTHIAS. Hush, beseech you! As if, sooth, there were but 
a little difference between them. That one brought us 
to-day is a youth, Phaedria, one truly you would love 
to look on. This is an ancient, crooked, lethargic elder, 
coloured like a weasel. 

PHAEDRIA. Come, what is this tale? Wéill you bring me 
to this, that I do not know what I have done myself? 
[Zo Dorus.] Ho! thou. Did I buy thee? 

Dorus. You bought me. 

pyTHIAsS. Now bid him answer me. 

PHAEDRIA. Ask, 

pyTHras. Didst thou come to us to-day? [Dorus shakes 
his head.| He denies it. But that other came, a boy 
sixteen years old, that Parmeno brought with him. 

PHAEDRIA. [Zo Dorus.| Come now. Unfold this to me 
first. That dress thou hast, whence hadst thou it? Art 
silent? Man-monster, wilt thou not speak?  [S¢rikes 
him.| 

DoRus. Chaerea came. 

PHAEDRIA. My brother? 

Dorus. So, 

PHAEDRIA. When? 

Dorus. To-day. 

PHAEDRIA. How long ago? 
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porus. A little while. 

PHAEDRIA. With whom? 

porus. With Parmeno. 

PHAEDRIA. Hadst thou known him before? 

porus. No, nor had ever heard tell of bin. 

PHAEDRIA. How then didst thoy~know he was my 
brother ? 

porus. Parmeno said th 


e was. He gave me this. 
[Showing his dress.| 

PHAEDRIA. Death! 

porus. He put on mine. After, they both went out 
together. 

pyTHIas. Now do you well believe that I am sober and 
lied not to you? Now it is fully certain that the girl has 
been deflowered. 

PHAEDRIA. Go to, animal! do you trust this fellow in 
what he says? 

pyTHIas. Why should | trust him? The matter speaks 
for itself. 

PHAEDRIA. [Zo Dorus.] Come this way a little—hearest 
me? A little further: it is enough. [They speak apart.| 
Tell me now this again. Chaerea took your dress from 
your 

porus. He did. 

PHAEDRIA. And put it on himself? 

porus. He did. 

PHAEDRIA. And was brought here instead of thee? 

DORUS. So. 

PHAEDRIA. [Speaking loudly.] Great God! An audacious 
villain! 

pyTHIas. Woe is me! Will you not believe even yet that 
we have been made shameful sport of? 
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PHAEDRIA. I wonder you will not believe what he says. 
[Aside.] I know not what to do. [Zo Dorus, aloud.| 
Thou, there, deny it again. Can I cut the truth out of 
thee to-day? Hast thou seen: my brother Chaerea? 

porus. No. 

PHAEDRIA. I see he cannot confess without torture. [Zo 
Dorus.| Follow this way. [Aloud.] Now he says yes, 
now, no. [Zo Dorus.| Beg grace! 

porus. I beseech you, Phaedria, in sooth... 

PHAEDRIA. [Zo Dorus, kicking him.| Now go in. 

porus. Qh! Oh! [Lxit Dorus into Laches’ house. 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] I see no other way by which I can 
make a fair retreat. [Aloud.] There is an end, rascal, if 
thou wilt still continue to mock me. 

: [Exit Phaedria into Laches’ house. 
pYTHIAS.: As I live, I am sure this is some machination of 
Parmeno’s. 

porias. It is so. 

pyTHIas. Marry, I will this very day find a way of paying 
him thanks to match. But what is to be done now, think 
you, Dorias? 

porias. Do youask touching yon girl ? 

pyTHias. Aye, shall I hold my tongue or declare all ? 

porias. Marry, if you are wise, you do not know what 
you know, either of the eunuch, or the girl’s rape. By 
this way you shall ’scape out of all the moil, and shall 
earn her thanks. Say this only, that Dorus has run away. 

pyTHIAS. I will do so. 

porias. Dol see Chremes? Thais will be here presently. 

pyTHIAS. Why so? 

porias. Because when I left yonder a brawl had already 
begun between ’em. 
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PYTHIAS. Do you take away those trinkets. I will learn 


of him how it goes. 
ia [Lxit Dorias into Thais’ house. 


/ 


Scene V. CHREMES : PYTHIAS 


Enter Chremes, half drunk 


CHREMES. Oh! Oh! By God, I have puta tale on myself! 
The wine I drank has overcome me. Yet while I sat at 
table how nobly sober I seemed to myself. Since I rose 
- up neither my foot nor my brain will do their offices. 

PYTHIAS. Chremes! 

CHREMES. Who is it? Ha, Pythias! Go to! how much 

more shapely thou appearest to me than before. 

_. PyTHIas. Marry, in sooth you yourself are much merrier. 
-CHREMES. By God, this saying shall be a true one, ‘With- 

out meat and wine love grows cold.’ But did Thais / 
come much before me? 

pYTHIAS. Hath she already gone from the captain’s ? 

CHREMES. Long ago: an age. A quarrel grew between 

them, of the greatest. 

PYTHIAS. Said she naught, that you should follow her? 

CHREMES. Naught, except that as she went she nodded to 

me. 

PyTHIAS. How! was not that enough? 

CHREMES. Nay, I knew not that was her meaning, but that 
the captain corrected my poor understanding, for he 
thrust me out of doors. But here she comes: I wonder 
where I passed in front of her. 
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Scene VI. THAIS : CHREMES : PYTHIAS 
Enter Thais, with her attendants 


Tuas. Methinks he’ll soon be here, to snatch her from 
me: 
Well, let him come. But if he ever touch her 
But with one finger, I’ll scratch out his eyes 
On the instant. I can bear his emptiness 
And boasting words thus far, while they are words, 
But if they turn to deeds he shall be cudgelled. 
CHREMES. Thais, I have been here long. 
THAIS. Oh, my dear Chremes, 
I looked for you indeed. Know you this brawl 
Was made on your account; and all this business 
Concerns you also? 
CHREMES. Me? Howso? Asif... 
THAIS. Since, while I study to restore your sister 
And give her back to you, I have endured 


This and much like it. 

CHREMES. Where is she? 

THAIS. With me, 
In my house. 

CHREMES. Ha! 

THAIS. What matter? She hath been nurtured 
Worthily of herself and you. 

CHREMES. How say you? 


THAIS. As the fact is. I give her to you freely, 
And claim no price for her at all. 

CHREMES. Oh, Thais, 
I owe and will repay you gratitude 
As you deserve. 
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THAIS. But now, Chremes, beware 
Lest you do lose her ere you get her from me: 
"Tis she the captain comes to snatch by force. 
Go, Pythias, fetch the casket from the house 
With the proofs in it. 
CHREMES. [Seeing Thraso in the distance.| Thais, see you 
yonder... 
pyTHias. Where is it placed? 
THAIS. In the chest ; beshrew your loitering. 
[Lite Pythias. 
CHREMES. ‘The captain, what an army with him comes 
Against you! Ah! 
THAIS. Beseech you, are you fearful, 
Good friend ? 
CHREMES. Out! prithee; am I fearful ? 
The man lives not that is less so. 
THAIS. And so needs! 
CHREMES. I fear you rate my quality too low. 
THAIS. Nay, nay, consider this. He is a stranger 
You have to deal with, worse than you in place, 
Scantlier reputed here, of fewer friends. 
CHREMES. I know it, but, look you, what can be avoided 
’Tis folly to admit. Sooner prevent 
Our harm than, being done, punish him for ’t. 
Get you within and bar the door, whilst I 
Run to the Forum. I’d have witnesses 
Be with us in this brawl. [Szarts to go off.] 


THAIS. Stop! 

CHREMES. Better so. 
THAIS. Stay! [Holding him.] 

CHREMES. Let me go, P’ll be back presently. 


THAIS. Chremes, we need no witness. Say you only 
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This, that she is your sister, that you lost her 
When she was little, now have recognized her. 
Show them the proofs. 
Re-enter Pythias with casket. 
PYTHIAS. They’re here! 
THAIS. [Giving Chremes the casket.] Take them. If he’s 
violent, 
Hale him to court. Have you understood? 
CHREMES. Tis well. 
THAIS. See that you speak it with a resolute spirit. 
CHREMES. I will. 
THAIS. Gird up your cloak. [Aside.] Plague! I have got 
A guardian here himself needs a protector. 
/ [Exeunt Thais, Chremes, and Pythias into the house. 


Scene VII. THRASO : GNATHO : SANGA : CHREMES : THAIS 
Enter Thraso and Gnatho with slaves 


THRASO. Shall I accept such notable scorn to be put on 
me, Gnatho? I had rather die. Simalio, Donax, Syriscus, 
follow me! First I will storm the house. 

GNATHO. Well done! 

THRASO. I will carry off the maid. 

GNATHO. Very good. 

THRASO. I will beat Thais unmercifully. 

GNATHO. Oh, fine! 

THRASO. Hither, Donax, to the centre, with the crowbar. 
Thou, Simalio, to the left wing. Thou, Syriscus, to the 
right. Bring up the rest. Where is Sanga, our Ancient, 
with his company of thieves ? 

SANGA. [Coming forward, in cook’s dress, carrying a mop.| 
Present! 
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THRASO. How, sloth? Thinkest thou to do battle with 
thy mop, that thou bringest it here? 

sANGA. I? I knew the valour of the general and the force 
of the soldiers: this cannot pass without bloodshed: it is 
to swab the wounds therewith. 

THRASO. Where are the rest? 

GNATHO. How ‘the rest’? Plague! Sannio only keeps 
guard at home. 

THRASO. Do you post them in array. I will be here behind 
the front. From here I will give word of command to all. 

GNATHO. [Aside.] This is wisdom. He hath so drawn up 
the array as to provide a safe place for himself. 

THRASO. This same was Pyrrhus’ practice formerly. 
Thais and Chremes appear at a window above. 
CHREMES. See you, Thais, what a business he makes? 
Assuredly that was good counsel of mine as to barring 

the house. 

THAIS. Sooth, though he nowseem to you a man, he is but 
a great bag of wind. Fear not. 

THRASO. [Zo Gnatho.] What now, think you? 

GNATHO. O that you had a stonebow now, to smite them 
from afar, from ambush; they should be put to flight. 

THRASO. But look, there I see Thais herself! 

GNATHO. How soon do we make the assault ? 

THRaSO. Wait! A wise man should try all before having 
recourse to arms. How know you but she may do my 
bidding without force? 

GNATHO. Gods! what worth is wisdom! I never come 
nigh you but I go away more instructed. 

THRASO. Thais, first answer me this. When I gave thee 
yon girl didst thou then promise thou wouldst dedicate 
thyself to me alone during these days? 
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THAIS. What then? 

THRASO. Dost thou ask it? Thou who didst bring thy 
lover openly before mine eyes! 

THAIS. What have you to do with him? 

THRASO. And didst secretly withdraw thyself from me in 
his company! 

THAIS. It was my fancy. 

THRASO. Give me back Pamphila then on this spot, unless 
thou preferrest she be ravished from thee by force. 

CHREMES. Shall she give her back to thee, or shalt thou 
touch her, thou most...? 

GNATHO. [Zo Chremes.] Ah! what do you do? Hush! 

THRASO. What mean you, fellow? Shall I not touch my 
own? 

CHREMES. Thine, forsooth, caitiff! 

GNATHO. [Zo Chremes.] Have a care, 
know not what a man you revile there 

CHREMES. Wilt thou not get hence? /Knowest thou not 
how matters stand with thee? Iffhou beginnest any 
brawl here to-day I will give thee reason to remember 
always this place, this day and me. 

GNATHO. [Zo Chremes.] I am sorry for thee, that thou 
makest so great a man thine enemy. 

CHREMES. I will break thy head this very day unless thou 
art gone! 

GNATHO. Sayest thou so, dog! Wilt thou deal thus? 

THRASO. Who are you, fellow? What would you? What 
is your business with her ? 

CHREMES. Thou shalt know. First I say that she is a free 
woman. 

THRASO. Ha! 

CHREMES. A citizen of Athens! 


ill you! You 
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THRASO. Oh! 

CHREMES. My sister! 

THRASO. Oh! brazenface! 

CHREMES. Now therefore I notify thee, captain, put no 
force on her. Thais, 1 go to Sophrona, her nurse, to 
bring her here and show her these proofs. 

THRASO. Would you prevent me from touching my own? 

CHREMES. I will prevent thee, I say. 

GNATHO. Hear you? This fellow admits himself a thief. 
This is enough for you. 

THRASO. Say you the same, Thais? 

THAIS. Go look for an answer. 

[Thais and Chremes disappear from the window. 

THRASO. [Zo Gnatho.| What do we now? 

GNATHO. Nay, let us go home. Presently she shall come 
to you of her own accord with supplication. 

THRASO. Believe you so? 

GNATHO. Yea, | am sure. I know the temper of women. 
They will not when you would. When you will not they 
desire it to boot. 

THRASO. You opine well. 

GNATHO. Do I disband the army now? 

THRASO. When you will. 

GNATHO. Sanga, now your turn is come to think of hearth 
and home, as befits stout soldiers. 

sANGA. My mind has been among my saucepans this hour 
and more. 

GNATHO. Thou art an honest fellow. 

THRASO. Follow me, all! [Exeunt omnes. 
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ACTIN 
Scene I. THAIS : PYTHIAS 
Enter Thais and Pythias 


THAIS. Jade, will you talk to me in riddles still ? 
‘I know; I know not; he has run away; 
I heard; I was not there. —Will you not tell me 
The matter openly, be what it may ? 
Here is the girl that weeps and will not speak, 
Her clothes are torn; the eunuch gone; for why? 
What’s happened? Are you silent? 
PYTHIAS. Alack! Alack! 
What shall I tell you? They say he was no eunuch. 
THAIS. Who was he then? 


PYTHIAS. Yon Chaerea. 

THAIS. Who is Chaerea? 

PYTHIAS. Yon stripling, Phaedria’s brother. 

THAIS. How say you, witch? 

pyTHIAS. Nay, I found out for sure. 

THAIS. What’s he to us, 
Beseech you? Wherefore was he brought? 

PYTHIAS. I know not, 


Except I think that he loved Pamphila. 

THAIS. Oh, pity, I am slain, ill-omened woman, 
If this you tell is true! Is this the reason 
Why the girl weeps? 

PYTHIAS. So I suppose. 

THAIS. How, vampire! 
Was it for this I warned you when I went? 

pyTHIas. What could I do? I gave her to his charge 
Alone, as you commanded. 
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THAIS. Wicked woman, 
You gave the lamb to the wolf. I am much shamed 
To be cheated so. What manner of man is he? 
PYTHIAS. Hush! mistress, hush, beseech you. Weare saved. 


We have ihe fellow. 


THAIS. Where? 
PYTHIAS. Look, to the left. 
Do you see? 
THAIS. I see. 
PYTHIAS. Bid him be seized at once. 
THAIS. What shall we do with him, fool? 
PYTHIAS. i What do? Youask? 


u love me, when you see him close, 
ot impudent features? Is ’t not so? 
at assurance! 


Look, as 


Scene IT, CHAEREA : THAIS : PYTHIAS 
Enter Chaerea, still in eunuch’s dress 


CHAEREA. At Antipho’s his mother and his father 
Were both at home, as they had given pains to ’t, 
So I could nowise enter, but they saw me. 

While in the porch I stand, a certain man 

Of my acquaintance comes i’ the street. Him seeing, 
I to my heels at speed up an empty alley, 

Thence through another, then another, so 

I fled and fled, most pitiably afraid 

Lest any learn me. Is it Thais here 

Tsee? *Tis she. I am stuck what to do. 

Yet, what’s the odds? What can she do to me? 

THAIS. Let’s to him. Honest Dorus, save you! Tell me, 
Didst run away? 

N 
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CHAEREA. Yea, mistress. 

THAIS. Is this well? 

CHAEREA. Nay. 

THAIS. And suppose you you shall go unpunished ? 


CHAEREA. Forgive this single fault. If e’er I plead 
To a second, slay me. 
THAIS. Did you fear me harsh? 
CHAEREA. Not so. 
THAIS. What then? 
CHAEREA. I was afraid she here 
Should impeach me to you. 
THAIS. What had you done? 
CHAEREA. A trifle! 
PYTHIAS. How, sauce, a trifle? Call you this a trifle, 
Deflower a free-born maid? 


CHAEREA. I did suppose her 
A fellow-slave. 
PYTHIAS. A fellow-slave! Oh! monster! 


I scarce can keep my fingers from his hair. 
And then, to boot, he comes to mock at us. 
THAIS. Madwoman, hence. 
PYTHIAS. How? IfI served him so, 
Methinks I should be in the caitiff’s debt — 
The more since he confesses him your slave. 
THAIS. Have done with this. Chaerea, you did a thing 
Unworthy of you. IfI deserved this outrage 
Most, you deserved not to be he that did it. 
Marry, I know not now what plan to take 
Touching this girl; for you have so confounded 
My reckonings, that I may not now deliver her, 
As right was and my studied purpose lay, 
Whole to her kin, intending so to earn, 
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Chaerea, from them whole kindness for myself. 
CHAEREA. Yet now from this I hope eternal favour 

Shall spring between us, Thais, Often from some 

Such matter as this, and from a bad beginning 

Firm friendship is forged. What if some God willed 

this ? 

THAIS. Marry, that way I take it and so desire. 
CHAEREA. Aye, sol pray. Of one thing be assured, 

I did not this to spite you, but for love. 
THAIS. I know it. Marry, for that lam more minded 

To pardon you. My temper’s not so rude, 

Nor am I so void of experience, 

Chaerea, as not to know the power of love. 
CHAEREA. Thais, I love you too, so help me Heaven! 
PYTHIAS. Marry then, mistress, you must beware of him. 
CHAEREA. I would not dare! 


PYTHIAS. I trust you not a doit. 
THAIS. [Zo Pythias.] Have done! 
CHAEREA. I pray you now to be my helper 


In this. I do commend and trust myself 
To your faith; I take you for my patroness, 
Thais, I conjure you. I sure shall die. 
If I get her not to wife. 
THAIS. But if your father... 
CHAEREA. How? He'll be willing, I am certain of it, 
Be she a citizen. 
THAIS. Now if you will, 
Wait for a while, her brother will be here. 
He’s gone to fetch the nurse that nourished her 
When she was little. You shall yourself be present, 
Chaerea, when she’s acknowledged. 
CHAEREA. Sooth, Pll stay. 
N2 
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THAIS. Would you, until he comes, we wait meantime 

I’ the house rather than here before the porch? 
CHAEREA. Aye, I desire it greatly. 


pyTHIAS. [Zo Thais.] What will you do, 
Beseech you? 

THAIS. What now? 

PYTHIAS. Youask? Do you consider 
To let him in your house, after... ? 

THAIS. Why not? 


PYTHIAS. Trust me for this, he’ll make some riot afresh. 
THAIS. Beseech you, hush! 
PYTHIAS. Methinks you have too little learned his daring. 
CHAEREA. Pythias, I will not do it. 
PYTHIAS. Chaerea, 
ll not believe, until you fail. 
CHAEREA. Nay, Pythias, 
Guard me yourself. 
PYTHIAS. Marry, I'd never dare 
Guard you, nor give you anything to guard. 
Get you gone! 
THAIS. Here’s the brother, in good time. 
CHAEREA. By God, Iam lost. Thais, let’s go within, 
For Heaven’s sake! I’d not have him see me here 
I’ the street in this attire. 


THAIS. The reason, pray? 
Are you too modest? 
CHAEREA. Bhat 
PYTHIAS. That! here’s a maid! 


THAIS. Go first, I follow. Pythias, stay you here, 
Bring Chremes in. 
[Exeunt Thais and Chaerea into the house. 
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Scene IIT, PYTHIAS : CHREMES : SOPHRONA 


Enter Chremes with Sophrona 
pyTHias. Oh that my mind could light on something, 


something, 

Something to pay that impious villain back 

Who put this fraud on us! 
CHREMES. Move faster, nurse. 
SOPHRONA. I move. 
CHREMES. Aye, but thou movest to no purpose. 
PYTHIAS. Have you shown the nurse the proofs already ? 
CHREMES. All. 


PyTHIAS. Love us, what says she? Doth she recognize 
7em? 
CHREMES. Aye, point by point. 
PYTHIAS. Marry, this is good news; 
Since ’ve a favour to yon maid. Go in; 
My mistress some time waits you in the house. 
[Exeunt Chremes and Sophrona to the house. 
PYTHIAS. But lo! I see Parmeno, honest man, 
Come pacing here. Oh, look how leisurely! 
Please Heaven, I hope I have a way to rack him, 
In my own fashion. I'll within, to learn 
For certain the discovery, then I'll out 
And fright the impious villain from his wits. 
[EZxit Pythias to the house. 


Scene IV. PARMENO : PYTHI 
Enter Parmeno 


PARMENO. I come to see how Chaerea fares in ’s business. 
If he have handled it cunningly, God in heaven, 
What great, what lawful praise is Parmeno’s! 
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Say naught of this, a love most dear and difficult,— 
A greedy courtesan’s the girl he loved,— 
I have procured him her without vexation, 
Expense or outlay. Next, this second comes— 
This truly I conceive my masterpiece— 
To have found a way whereby the youth may learn 
The tempers and the manners of courtesans 
In season, that knowing he may ever hate ’em. 
When they’re abroad naught seems more nice than 
they, 
More fairly ordered, more fastidious, 
Who dining with a lover do but lick: — 
To see their dirt, squalor, and scarcity, 
When they’re alone in ugliness at home, 
And greedy for their food how they devour 
The black crusts from the broth of yestere’en! 
All this ’tis safety for our youth to learn. 
[Pythias enters from the house during Parmeno’s 
speech and hears the last part. 
pYTHIAS. [Aside.] Marry, villain, I'll be revenged in turn. 
For those words and your deeds, that you may know 
You shall not mock us thus and scatheless go. 
[Aloud.] Heaven help us! a horrid act! O unhappy 
youth! O villain Parmeno that brought him to this! 

PARMENO. [Aside.]| What’s this? 

pyTHIAS. I am consumed with pity. So not to see it, 
alack! I have run out of doors. What unworthy ex- 
amples they threaten to make of him! 

PARMENO. [Aside.] O Jupiter! What is this moil? Am 
Tundone? I will to her. What is this, Pythias? How 
say your Of whom shall examples be made? VY 

PyTHIAS. Dost thou ask, audacity? Thou hast destroyed 
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that youth thou didst bring for a eunuch, while thou 
studiest to practise a cheat on us. 

PARMENO. How so? What has happened? Say. 

pyTHas. | will tell thee. The maid that was given to 
Thais to-day, knowest thou that she is a citizen here and 
that her brother is of the chief nobility? 

PARMENO. [| know it not. 

PYTHIAS. Yet so she hath been found. Yon wretch hath 
deflowered her. When the brother learnt it he fell in 
a fury. 

PARMENO. What hath he done? 

pyTHias. First he tied him up most pitiably. 

PARMENO. Ha! tied him up? 

PYTHIAS. Yea, indeed, though Thais prayed him not to 
do it. 

PARMENO. How say you? 

pyTHias. Now he threatens further he will serve him as 
adulterers are served!—the which I have never seen 
done, nor wish to. 

PARMENO. How dare he dare such unparalleled outrage? 

PYTHIAS. How—‘unparalleled’? 

PARMENO. Prithee is not this unparalleled? Whoever saw 
one taken for an adulterer in a harlot’s house? 

pyTHIAS. I know not. 

PARMENO. But that you may know it, Pythias, I say and 
declare to you that this is my master’s son. 

pytutas. Ah! beseech you, is it he? 

PARMENO. Let not Thais permit any violence to be done 
on him! But indeed why do I not myself go within? 

pyTHIAs. Look what you do, Parmeno, lest you avail 

1 By the law of ancient Greece an adulterer taken slagrante 
delicto could be castrated. 
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him not and perish yourself. For this they suppose, that 
all he did was at your suggestion. 

PARMENO. Alas! What then shall I do? Where shall I 
begin? But look, here is my old master returning from 
the country! Shall I tell him or no? By God, I will tell 
him, though I know I prepare calamity for myself. But 
he needs must help the boy. 

PYTHIAS. You are wise. I go within. Do you tell him all 
in order as it was done. [Zxit Pythias into the house. 


Scene V. LACHES : PARMENO 
Enter Laches 


LACHES. This ease I get from my near-neighbouring farm; 
Weariness of the fields or of the city 
Seizes me never: when satiety 
Begins to grow, I make exchange of place. 
Is this our Parmeno here? For sure, ’tis he. 
Whom wait you, Parmeno, before this porch? 
PARMENO. Who’s that? Oh, master, you are very 
welcome! 
LACHES. Whom wait you? 
PARMENO. [Aside.] Misery! My tongue is stuck for fear. 
LACHES. What’s this? Why tremble you? Are you not 
well? 
Tell me! 
PARMENO. Oh, master, first, ’d have you think, 
As is the truth, whatever here was done 
Not by my fault was done. 
LACHES. And what is that? 
PARMENO. Indeed you question rightly: I should have told 
The matter first. Phaedria bought a eunuch 
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To give her for a present. 


LACHES. To whom? 

PARMENO. To Thais. 
LACHES. Bought? Heavens, I am undone, for how much? 
PARMENO. Twenty minae. 


LACHES. Ruin! 
PARMENO. Also your Chaerea loves a lute-girl here. 
LACHES. What’s that? He loves! Doth that one know 
alread 
What is a harlot? Hath he come to town? 
One wickedness on another! 
PARMENO. Master, master, 
Look not on me; I egged him not to do it. 
LACHES. Leave talking of yourself. As I’m alive, 
Rascal, [’ll—first, though, finish me your tale. 
PARMENO. He was brought here to Thais, in the place 
Of that same eunuch. 
LACHES. Of the eunuch! 
PARMENO. So. 
After, they seized him for an adulterer 
In the house there, and have bound him. 


LACHES. Death and hell! 
PARMENO. Mark you these harlots’ effrontery! 
LACHES. Is there else 


Anything left of mischief or misfortune 
Which you’ve not said? 


PARMENO. That’s all. 
LACHES. I must break in 
At once. [Laches runs into Thais’ house. 


PARMENO. Calamity shall come to me from this, 
There’s not a doubt; but since I had to do it 
I am glad they shall get a mischief by my means. 
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The old man long hath looked for some excuse 
Do them a signal turn; now he hath found it. 


Scene VI, PYTHIAS : PARMENO 
Enter Pythias from Thais’ house 


pyTHias. Marry, I vow naught has happened to me this 
long time I had a better mind to than now, when the 
old man came in to us all astray. I had the jest to myself, 
knowing what he was afeared of. 

PARMENO, [Aside.] What is this now? 

pyTHIAS. Presently I come out a’ purpose to meet with 
Parmeno. Save us, where is he? 

PARMENO. [Aside.] She looks for me. 

PYTHIAS. Yes, there I see him. I'll to him. 

PARMENO. What’s the matter, fool? What would you? 
Why laugh you? Will you continue? 

pyYTHIAS. I am dead: pity o’ me, my sides ache with 
laughing at thee. 

PARMENO. How soP 

pyTHIAS. Dost ask? Marry, never have I seen nor shall 
see a greater fool. I can never tell thee what sport thou 
hast shown us within, with thy old man whom thou 
madest to run in beating the air, as old men do. Yet 
before I believed thee a shrewd fellow and one of good 
discourse. How? hadst thou to believe at once what 
I said? Or wert thou sorry for the crime which the 
youth had done at thy suggestion, unless thou shouldst 
betray besides the poor wretch to his father? What were 
his thoughts, dost thou suppose, when his father saw 
him garbed in that dress? How now? Dost thou know 
yet that thou art utterly undone? 
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PARMENO. Ah, what hast thou said, hell-cat? Wert thou 
lying? Dost laugh still? Seems it so witty to thee, sin- 
fulness, to make a mock of us? 

PYTHIAS. Exceeding. 

PARMENO. If thou goest unpunished for this. . .! 

pyTuHias. Truly? 

PARMENO. By God, I will pay thee back. 

pyTHIAS. | believe thee. But perchance that thou. 
threatenest shall be for to-morrow, Parmeno. To-day 
thou shalt be strung up to be beaten, because thou 
dost infamize a foolish youth with crimes and then 
betrayest him. Both of them shall show examples on 
thee. 

PARMENO. I am brought to naught. 

PYTHIAS. This recompense thou hast for that thy gift. 
I will be gone. [Lxit Pythias to the house. 

PARMENO. Pity o’ me! I am to-day like a shrewmouse 
lost by mine own squeaking! 


Scene VIT. GNATHO : THRASO : PARMENO 
Enter Gnatho and Thraso 


GNATHO. How now? With what hope or design come 
we here? What undertake you, Thraso? 

THRASO. I? To surrender myself to Thais and do her 
bidding. 

GNATHO. What is this? 

THRASO. Why less than Hercules who was servant to 
Omphale? - 

GNATHO. The example pleases! [Aside.] Would I might 
see your head stroked with her slipper! [4loud.] But a 
noise! her door opened. 
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THRASO. Death! What mischief is this now? Here is one 
I have never even seen. Why does he break out in this 
haste ? 


Scene VIIT, CHAEREA : PARMENO : GNATHO : THRASO 
Enter Chaerea: Thraso and Gnatho remain aside 


CHAEREA. Good gossips, lives a happier man to-day 
Than I? In faith, not one. The gods, I trow, 
Do seek in me their omnipotence to display, 
So many boons so sudden they bestow. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Why is he glad? 

CHAEREA. Dear Parmeno, finder of all my pleasure, 
Its source and crowner, know you my joy’s measure? 
Know you my Pamphila is citizen found ? 

PARMENO. I heard so. 

CHAEREA. Know you she is betrothed to me? 

PARMENO. It is well done, as I would be saved. 

GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.] Hear you what this one says? 

CHAEREA. I rejoice besides that my brother Phaedria’s 
love hath come safe into harbour. Our house is united. 
Thais hath commended herself to my father, and hath 
given herself to our faith and protection. 

PARMENO. Thais then is wholly your brother’s? 

CHAEREA. Assuredly. 

PARMENO. Here now is another matter to rejoice over: 
the captain shall be kicked out of doors. 

CHAEREA. Do you make my brother know this at once, 
wherever he is. 

PARMENO. I will go see in the house. 

[Zit Parmeno to Laches’ house. 
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THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] Gnatho, have you any doubt 
that I am now lost to all eternity ? 

GNATHO. [Aside.] I think so, beyond doubt. 

CHAEREA. What shall I first relate, whom laud most high? 
Him that to do it gave a counsel good, 
Or else myself, that dared the voyage try? 
Or shall I fortune praise, which steersman stood, 
And matters great and many as are these 


Hath brought to happy ending in one day? 

Or else my father’s jollity and ease ? 

Heaven grant that we may keep these goods, I pray. Ja 
Scene 1X, PHAEDRIA : CHAEREA : THRASO : GNATHO 


Enter Phaedria 


PHAEDRIA. Great Heavens! this tale Parmeno told me 
but now 

Is not believable. Where is my brother? 

CHAEREA. Here present! 

PHAEDRIA. I am glad. 

CHAEREA. I well believe you. 
Brother, your Thais is of love most worthy, 
So friend she is to all our family. 

PHAEDRIA. What, will you praise her to me? 

THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] Tam undone. 
The less I have to hope, the more I love. 
Gnatho, I conjure you, in you my hope. 

GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.] What would you have me do? 

THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] Accomplish this 
By prayers or price, let me in corner creep, 
So it be near to Thais. 

GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.| ’Tis difficult. 
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THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] If you desire it much I know 
your powers— 
If this you do, ask any gift of me, 
Any reward; you shall get what you ask. 
GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.] So? 
THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] It shall be so. 
GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.] If I manage this 
I do require your house be open to me, 
You there or absent; that there be always 
A place for me there, unbidden. 


THRASO. [Aside to Gnatho.] I pledge faith 
It shall be so. 
GNATHO. [Aside to Thraso.| Vl gird me to it. 
PHAEDRIA. Who’s that 


I hear? Why, Thraso! 
THRASO. [Advancing with Gnatho.| Save ye both! 


PHAEDRIA. Perhaps 
You know not what’s been done here. 
THRASO. I do know it. 


PHAEDRIA. Then wherefore do I see you on this ground? 
THRASO. Trusting to your alliance. 
PHAEDRIA. Know you what 
You trust to? Captain, this is my proclamation 
To you; if e’er I find you in this street 
Hereafter, though you say ‘I sought another; 
My road lay here’,—you are sped. 


GNATHO. This is not seemly. 
PHAEDRIA. | have said it. 

THRASO. I know you not when you are proud... 
PHAEDRIA. This is my way. 

GNATHO. Listen a few words first; 


When I have spoke, if still it please you, do it. 
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CHAEREA. Let’s hear him. 
GNATHO. Thraso, draw that way a little. 
[ Thraso moves a little way off. 
First, I desire you dearly both believe me, 
Whatever in this matter I do do, 
Most for myself I do. Yet, if the same 
Advantage you, for you to do it not 
Is folly. 
PHAEDRIA. What is it? 
GNATHO. It is my judgement 
You should accept the captain for your rival. 
PHAEDRIA. Accept him, ha! 
GNATHO. Think only! Phaedria, 
As you live likeably with her—and, faith, 
You live most likeably—so have you little 
To give, and Thais needs receive a much. 
There’s none than he more fit, more to your use, 
To victual this your love in all it needs 
Without your spending. First he has to give, 
Then none more largely gives. He’s but a dolt, 
A tasteless sluggard, snoring night and day, 
You need not fear she'll love him. When you will 
You may expel him easily. 
CHAEREA. What’s to do? 
GNATHO. Then this besides, which I rate first of all, 
None gives you better or more abundantly 
To dine. 
CHAEREA. We need this fellow clearly, come what may. 
PHAEDRIA. I think so too. 
GNATHO. Ye are right. There’s one thing more 
I ask: admit me of your company; 
I have rolled this rock for long enough. 
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PHAEDRIA. We admit you. 
CHAEREA. And gladly. 
GNATHO. Now for that, Phaedria and Chaerea, 


I pledge him to you for your meat and sport. 
CHAEREA. Good. 


PHAEDRIA. He deserves it. 
GNATHO. Thraso, when you will 
Draw nigh. 
THRASO. Beseech you, how goes it with us? 
GNATHO. How? These conceived you not. After I showed 
them 


Your manners, and extolled you for your deeds 
And virtues, I obtained it. 
THRASO. Hast done well. 
I thank thee much. Indeed, ’twas ever thus, 
Where’er I was all loved me to excess. 
GNATHO. Did I not tell ye he was all replete 
Of Attic grace? 
PHAEDRIA. It’s all as you did promise. 
Let’s go this way. [Zxeunt omnes. 
CANTOR. Gentles, farewell. Your hands. 


DEMIPHO 
CHREMES 
ANTIPHO 
PHAEDRIA 
PHORMIO 
HEGIO 
CRATINUS 
CRITO 
DORIO 
GETA 
DAVOS 
NAUSISTRATA 
SOPHRONA 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


An old gentleman of Athens. 
His brother. 

Son to Demipho. 

Son to Chremes. 

A parasite. 


Lawyers, friends to Demipho. 
A bawd. 


Slave to Demipho, servant to Antipho. 
A slave, friend to Geta. 
Wife to Chremes. 


A nurse. 


The scene of the play is a public square in Athens, 
in which stand the houses of Demipho and Chremes. 


PROLOGUE 


Aw elder poet, failing to persuade 

Us from our study to mere idleness, 

Turns now his thought to blame us and upbraid, 
So we discouraged be to write the less. 

His burden this: the plays we made hereto 

Too thinly are conceived and feebly writ— 
Doubtless, because no fleeing hind we show, 

No following dogs, no youth bereft of wit, 
That sees the creature weep and cry for aid. 
Less boldly should he blame, knew he but this: 
Not that it well was writ but well was played 
Pleased, when it pleased at first, his artifice. 

If one of you, perchance, shall think or say : 
‘Had the old poet vented not his spleen, 

The young one lacked a prologue to his play, 
Since for his wrath no matter there had been.’ 
Let him be answered thus—The bays are free, 
For all to grasp at, that ensue the Muse; 

He from our studies strove to make us flee, 

And from the livelihood that we do use. 

Our will’s not to attack but to defend; 

With praises to provoke us had he sought, 

Our tongue in turn to praising him should bend. 
Now let him think he gets but what he brought. 
Enough! No more of him! Let’s not pursue— 
Though to pursue us still he ’s not ashamed— 
Come to our purpose. Here’s a play that’s new, 
Writ in the Greek, by them “The Plaintiff’ named. 
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We in the Latin take another way, 

And name it ‘Phormio’, since that is he, 

The parasite, who ’s foremost in the play, 

And rules the action quite, as you shall see. 
Now, if your wills incline to wish us well, 

By silence and attention be it seen: 

Let not that hap befall which late befell, 

When noise and uproar drove us from the scene. 
Now is the scene restored: to your grace we owe it, 
And to the players’ merit that do show it. 


ACla 
Scene I. DAVOS 
Enter Davos 


pavos. Yesterday Geta, my dear friend and gossip, came 
to me. Having formerly left with me a trifle of moneys 
on account, as it were, now must I make them up. Thus 
I have done and bring them to him. Forasmuch as I hear 
his master’s son hath taken a wife, I do suppose he raketh 
together this gift for her. How iniquitously is it arranged 
that they who have little shall ever be adding somewhat 
more to the rich! That which he, poor wretch, hath 
hardly saved up by pennies from his dole, cheating his 
concupiscencies, she shall consume at one mouthful, 
dreaming not how painfully gotten. Yea, and moreover, 
Geta shall be hit with another gift, when his mistress is 
brought to-bed; yea, with anotherat the child’s birthday ; 
when it is breeched, another. The mother shall take all 
his substance: the child shall be the cause of wasting it. 
But do I see Geta? 


Scene II, GETA : DAVOS 
Enter Geta, with another slave, to whom he speaks 
cera. If one with red hair inquire for me... 
pavos. He is here! Enough! 
Geta. Oh! Truly, Davos, I was endeavouring to come 


by thee. 
pavos. Here! Take! It is choice coin. The sum shall be 


found according to my debt. 
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cETA. My love and thanks that you have provided this. 

pavos. Truly and indeed, as honesty goes nowadays. 
So wags the world! If a man pay what he owe, it 
is great matter for thanks. But wherefore art thou 
melancholy? 

GETA. Shall I not be melancholy? Thou knowest not in 
what fear and danger we stand! 

pavos. What’s the matter? 

GETA. Thou shalt know, an thou canst be silent. 

pavos. Goto! Thou arta silly fellow. Fearest thou for 
the safety of thy speech with him whose honesty thou 
hast found apparent in thy filthy lucre? What gain have 
I to deceive thee in this matter? 

GETA. Listen then. 

pavos. I promise thee that pains. 

GETA. Davos, knowest thou Chremes, my master’s elder 
brother? 

Davos. Surely! 

GETA. And his son Phaedria? 

pavos. As I know thee. 

GETA. It chanced to both the elders 
To voyage on one time: t’other to Lemnos, 
Ours to Cilicia, to an ancient friend, 
Who wrote to lure his fellow, promising 
Gold, yea in mountains. 


DAVOS. This to him, whose plenty 
So overflowed! 
GETA. Let be! It is his temper. 
Davos. I should have been a king! 
GETA. They both, departing, 


Left me at home, as guardian to their sons. 
Davos. Geta, thou tookedst a hard government. 
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cETA. I found it so in use: this is my mind— 
Heaven was an angered: therefore was I left— 
At first I strove with them. What need to tell! 
I would obey my master, and for my pains 
My shoulders suffered. 

Davos. The proverb comes to my mind, ‘A fool will kick 
against the pricks’. 

GETA. Then I began to do the world for them, 

To be obsequious to their desires. 

Davos. You knew your market. 

GETA. Our young one did no harm at first; but t’other, 
Young Phaedria, straightway found him out a wench 
Who set his guts on fire—a luteplayer, 

That was apprenticed to a filthy bawd. 

Was naught to give: the sires had seen to that. 
Remained to feed upon her with his eyes, 

Follow her, company her to school and back. 

We, idle, ministered to his pursuit. 

There stood, against the school, in which she learned, 
A barber’s shop. There we would watch for her, 
Till she went home. One day, as there we sat, 

In comes a youngster weeping. We to wonder 
And ask the cause. ‘Never’, quoth he, ‘till now 
Knew I how sore a load is poverty, 

And grievous heavy. Just now have I seen 

A most unhappy maid, a neighbour here, 
Mourning her mother dead. There lay the corpse 
Against the street: no neighbour, no acquaintance, 
To aid the funeral, but one aged crone. 

A sight of pity, and a maid most fair!’ 

Need I say more? His tale arrests us all. 


Then Antipho, ‘Shall we go, see?’ ‘Yea,’ quoth another. 
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‘Let ’s go: lead on, friend.’ So we go, we come, 
We see—a pretty maid, and the more truly, 
Was naught of favour to her prettiness. 
With hair all loose, and barefoot, and unkempt, 
In rags and tears, that would have quenched her beauty, 
Had not the soul of goodness sat therein. 
“Yea, neat enough,’ quoth Phaedria, and no more— 
So much his love on his musician bent— 
But my young master... 


DAVOS. I conceive thee; fell 
To loving her! 
GETA. Yea, but how? See how it turned. 


He to the crone next day, and conjures her 
Supply the maid to him. She to refuse, 
Nor that he lawfully can have her, she being 
A citizen of Athens, honest, born 
Of honest parents. If he will her to wife, 
That lawfully may be; but other, no. 
Our youth is all perplexed: much he desired 
To take the maid, and much he feared his father. 
pavos. Should not his father give him this indulgence, 
When he returned? 
GETA. Give him a dowerless wife, 
And meanly born? Not ina thousand years! 
pavos. What happens then? 
GETA. What happens! There’s a man, 
Phormio, a parasite, a man of trust— 
May all the Gods confound him! 
DAVOS. What did he? 
GETA. Gave him this counsel, which I will relate: 
“There is a law’, quoth he, ‘that orphan maids 


Shall wed their next of kin; whom the same law 
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Commands to take them. Now will I declare 
Thou art her kin, and lay a suit against thee, 

Feigning myself to be her father’s friend. 

So to the judges. There I will propound 

Her father, mother, and your cousinship— 

All this with great good ease. Thou standing mute, 
Denying nothing, I must win the suit. 

Thy father comes; threatens me actions; 

I care not, I, still we shall have the maid.’ 

pavos. Oh, quaint impudence! 

GETA. Thus he persuades our man, and thus ’twas done; 
Thus pleaded; thus the judgement given; thus married. 

DAVOS. How say you? 

GETA. As you hear. 

DAVOS. Alack, Geta, 
What shall become of thee? 

GETA. In truth I know not. This alone I know; 

Let Fortune strike: we shall endure the blow. 

pavos. Well said: Verily that is a man’s office. 

GETA. Now all my hopes are fixed in me alone. 

pavos. I do approve thee. 

Geta. Methinks I should go to some advocate, who will 
intercede for me thus: ‘Pray you let him go now. 
Nevertheless, if he make any fault hereafter, I ask no 
mercy.’ This only adds he not. “When I am gone 
hence, slay him if you will.’ 

pavos. What of our schoolmaster, him of the lute-girl? 
How goes his affair? 

GETA. But so; poorly. 

pavos. Peradventure he hath little to give. 

ceTa. Nay: pure hope, naught else. 

pavos. Hath his father returned yet, or no? 
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GETA. Not yet. 

pavos. So. And when look you for your master? 

ceTa. I know not for sure, but I heard just now that a 
letter was brought from him and delivered to the custom- 
house. I will go seek it. 

pavos. Would you aught else with me, Geta? 

GETA. Only that you may prosper. [Cadling.| Here! boy! 
Will none come out? [A slave comes to the door.| Take: 
give this to Dorcium. [Exeunt Davos and Geta. 


Scene IIT, ANTIPHO : PHAEDRIA 
Enter Antipho and Phaedria talking 


ANTIPHO. That it has come to this, Phaedria, that I shiver 
when I think of my father’s return! He, who but desires 
me the greatest good! Were not my mind so bent on 
this matter, I would expect his arrival as I ought. 

PHAEDRIA. What mean you? 

ANTIPHO. Do you ask, who are accomplice in my rash 
act? Would it had never come into Phormio’s head to 
advise it! Would he had not driven my desire into doing 
it; there began my bale. Then had I not possessed her. 
Then had it gone ill with me some several days. But 
I were not now vexed with this continual care. 

PHAEDRIA. | hear you! 

ANTIPHO. While I await his early coming, who shall rob 
me of the usage I now enjoy. 

PHAEDRIA. For that they have not what they love, with 

others 
*Tis ill. You, Antipho, are sick in surfeit. 
You are most rich in love, and I do swear 
Your life is lovely and desirable. 
Might I enjoy my love so long as you, 
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ld bargain it with Death, so help me Heaven! 
Compare besides my emptiness, your plenty. 


Now you have found a maid free-born and gentle, 


Without expense, and have her, as you willed, 
In open marriage with no ill report. 

Fortunate! But you lack one gift, to know 

To bear your fortune meekly . . . 

Had you your business with yon bawd, as I, 
Then should you feel! So are we tempered all. 
We like not that we have. 


ANTIPHO. Nay, Phaedria, you to me seem fortunate. 


Your will is free, not hampered, to consider 
What you do will: to love, to keep, to loose. 
My wretchedness is in that posture cast 

I cannot loose and yet I cannot keep. 

But what is here? Do I see Geta come, 
Running at speed? ’Tis he. Alas, I fear 

He brings me news that I shall quake to hear. 


Scene IV. GETA : ANTIPHO : PHAEDRIA 
[Enter Geta.] 
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ceTa. Thou art naught, Geta, unless thou canst now 
incontinently imagine a plan for thyself. Calamity 
cometh on thee like a sudden storm, unadvised. I 
know not how to avoid it, nor yet how to escape 
out of it. It shall go ill with me and my master, 
unless craft contrives; for our effrontery can be hid 


no longer. 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] Why comes he here so moved? 


GETA. Then, for this I have but a pin-prick of time: my 


old master is here. 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] What mischief is this? 
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ceTA. When he hears it, what medicine shall I find for 
his madness? Do I speak? I shall incense him. Am 
I silent? I shall goad him to question. Do I make ex- 
cuse? That were to wash a brick wall. Woe is me, as 
I fear for myself, so my heart bleeds for Antipho. Him 
I pity; for him I am afraid; he now keeps me here. For, 
were he out of it, I had looked well to myself, and had 
spited the old man’s wrath. I had stowed somewhat in 
a sack, and would straightway take me hence to my 
heels. 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] How! Plans hea robbery or a running 
away? 

ane But where shall I find Antipho? In what spot shall 
I start to seek him? 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] He names thee. 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] I look for some calamity, from his 
tidings. I know not what. 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] Oh! Art in thy wits? 

cETA. I will get me to the house: there is he mainly. 

[Geta starts to go away. 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.] Let us call him back. 

ANTIPHO. Stand there! 

Geta. [Zurning.] Stand to you! Enough of your bidding 
whoever you be. 

ANTIPHO. Geta! 

Geta. The very one I would meet! 

ANTIPHO. What bring you? Tell, I charge you, and dis- 
patch it in a word, if thou canst. 

GETA. | will. 

ANTIPHO. Speak. 

GETA. But just now, at the harbour... 

ANTIPHO. My father! 
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GETA. As you suppose. 
ANTIPHO. Death! 
PHAEDRIA. Ha!... 
ANTIPHO. What shall I do? 
PHAEDRIA. [Zo Geta.] What say you? 
GETA. That I have seen his father, your uncle. 
ANTIPHO. Woe’s me! What physic shall I find me now 
Against this sudden death, since I will seek 
No life, if thither are my fortunes brought 
To be dissevered from thee, Phanium! 
cETA. Therefore, O Antipho, if this be so, 
The more behoves you to be vigilant. 
Fortune favours the brave. 


ANTIPHO. I am not in 
My proper self. 
GETA. Need that you should be now 


Especially, for if your father find you 
Fearful, he shall suppose you have earned some blame. 
PHAEDRIA. Truth that! 
ANTIPHO. I cannot change myself. 
GETA. What then 
Wouldst do, were there to do some harder task? 
ANTIPHO. That could I less, since even this I cannot. 
GETA. Here is naught, Phaedria. Go to! Why waste 
Our labour here in vain? I will away. 
PHAEDRIA. And I. 


ANTIPHO. Beseech you. IfI force my favour, 
Is it enough? 

GETA. Words! 

ANTIPHO. Nay, mark my countenance. 


Is this sufficient? 
GETA. No. 
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ANTIPHO. Then so? 

GETA. Almost. 

ANTIPHO. So? 

GETA. It suffices. Hold that. See you answer 


him as man to man:a word for a word. Let not his 
anger shoot you down with hard cursing. 

ANTIPHO. I understand. 

GETA. Say you were forciblycompelled, against your will. 

PHAEDRIA. By the law, by the verdict of the judges. 

GETA. Hast got it? Do I spy an elder yonder in the 
street? It is the man himself. 

ANTIPHO. I cannot stay. [Moves off: 

ceTA. Ah, what dost thou? Whither away, Antipho? 
Stay, I say. 

ANTIPHO. I know myself and my failing. To you I en- 
trust Phanium and my life. [Exit Antipho. 

PHAEDRIA. Geta, what’s now to do? 

GETA. You shall now hear accusations. I shall be tied up 
and trounced, unless I mistake. But as we lately admon- 
ished Antipho, so now, Phaedria, behoves us bear our- 
selves. 

PHAEDRIA. Away with ‘behoves’. Do you bid me what 
to do. 

cETA. Remember you the school-piece you had to speak 
once on a time: in the opening of a discourse for the de- 
fence of one guilty ofa crime: “This just, clear, excellent, 
overwhelming case.’ 

PHAEDRIA. I remember. 

GETA. Now need we such a very one: or, if it may be, one 
better and more skilfully concocted. 

PHAEDRIA. I will apply myself to it. 

GETA. Now, accost him first, you. I will stay here in am- 
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bush, to be your regiment of reserve, if you weaken at 
any point. 

PHAEDRIA. Come! 


[They stand aside.] 


ACT If 


Scene Th DEMIPHO : PHAEDRIA : GETA 
Enter Demipho: the others remaining 


DEMIPHO. So, forsooth! Antipho hath taken a wife with- 
out my bidding! My authority hath he not—but I pass 
authority—hath not even had respect to my anger! Is 
there no shame left? Oh! impudent villainy! O thou 
guardian, Geta! 

GETA. [Aside.] Me at last! 

DEMIPHO. What shall they tell me? What excuse dis- 
cover? I marvel. 

GETA. [Aside.] Trouble not for that! I will surely dis- 
cover one. 

DEMIPHO. Or shall he tell me this: ‘I did it unwillingly: 
the law compelled?’ [I listen: I allow. 

GETA. [Aside.] Good! 

DEMIPHO. But, wittingly, and without a word, to concede 
the case to thine adversary! Did the law compel that 
also? 

PHAEDRIA. [Aside.| That is a hard one. 

GETA. [Aside.] I will unravel it. Let be! 

DEMIPHO. I know not what to do: so beyond credence, 
Or expectation hath this matter fallen. 

I am so vexed in spirit, I cannot gather 
My thoughts to council. Oh! how necessary 
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That men, when their affairs most smoothly go, 
Should most consider how they will endure 
Encountered griefs, as danger, exile, ruin! 

Let the returning traveller in his thoughts 
Painfully image still his son’s offence, 

His daughter’s sickness, or his wife’s decease; 
That these things common are, and possible; 
So make his mind stranger to no mischance. 
Better than expectation if it fall, 

Account it all a gain. 

GETA. [Aside.] Phaedria, it is unbelievable, how I exceed 
my master in wisdom! All of my incommodities, should 
he return, have been by me carefully considered. To be 
put at labour in the mill: to be beaten: to be set in the 
stocks: to go work in the fields. My mind is made 
stranger to none of these, and if it fall out better than 
my expectation, I shall count it all gain. But why delay 
you to accost him, and begin by speaking him fairly? 

[Phaedria advances. 

DEMIPHO. Do I see Phaedria, my brother’s son, coming 
hither? 

PHAEDRIA. Save you, Uncle! 

DEMIPHO. Save you. But where is Antipho? 

PHAEDRIA. You are welcome home... 

DEMIPHO. | believe you. Answer my question. 

PHAEDRIA. He is well, and is here. Find you all to your 
liking? 

DEMIPHO. Would I did! 

PHAEDRIA. What’s the matter? 

DEMIPHO. Do youask, Phaedria? You have madea good 
marriage here while I was abroad! 

PHAEDRIA. What! Are you now wroth with him for that? 
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GETA. [Aside.] Good work! 

DEMIPHO. Should I not be wroth with him! I would 
I might come to sight of him, that he may learn from 
: mild father I have been made a most rough one by his 

ault. 

PHAEDRIA. Yet he has done naught, Uncle, for which you 
should be angry. 

DEMIPHO. Lo, younow! All alike! They are all in a tale. 
Know one, know all. 

PHAEDRIA. It is not so. 

DEMIPHO. One is at fault; t’other comes to plead for him! 
When ’tis the other, the first is at hand. They make a 
market in mischief. — 

GETA. [Aside.] Though he knows it not, the old man hath 
drawn a right picture of their proceedings. 

DEMIPHO. Were it not so, you would not stand with him, 
Phaedria. 

PHAEDRIA. Uncle, had Antipho incurred some blame 
Through slight regarding of his fame or fortune— 

I ask not that he ’scape his fault’s desert. 

But if so one, secure in villainy, 

Spread for our youth a snare, and vanquished it, 
Is that our blame, or of the judges, who 

Too oft, through envy, on the rich encroach, 
And, in compassion, add it to the poor? 

ceTA. [Aside.| An I knew not the matter, Ishould believe 
he spoke the truth. 

DEMIPHO. What judge can tell whether your cause is just, 
When not a word you answer, as did he? 

PHAEDRIA. He bore him like a gentleman: in court 
He could not speak his part, studied before, 

So fear and modesty bewildered him. 
PE 
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GETA. [Aside.] Nobly spoken! But is not now my time to 
accost him? [Zo Demipho.] Hail, master: I rejoice you 
are returned safely. 

DEMIPHO. Oh! thou excellent guardian, hail! truly the 
prop of mine household, to whom I committed my son 
when I went hence. 

ceTa. This long I have been listening to you accuse us all 
undeservingly and me of all most undeservingly. For 
what would you have me do in this? The laws allow not 
a slave to plead a case, nor hath he speech of testimony. 

DEMIPHO. I pass everything. I grant you ‘He was young, 
ignorant, and fearful’. I allow ‘You are a slave’. Yet, 
were she never so much of our kin, it was not needful to 
marry her, but as the law commands ye should have 
given her a dowry, let her seek another husband. On 
what reason choose he rather to bring a beggar home? 

ETA. Not reason we lacked, but money. 

DEMIPHO. He should have procured i it somewhither. 

GETA. Somewhither! Naught easier to say! 

DEMIPHO. If by no other means it were possible, then at 
the last, on usury. 

GETA. Fairly said! As if any man would lend, thou being 
alive! 

DEMIPHO. No! No! It shall never be! Shall I suffer this 
wench to stay married with my son? Nota single day! 
He deserves not indulgence. I would have you show 
me this fellow, or make known to me where he dwells. 

GETA. Phormio, you mean? 

DEMIPHO. This advocate of the woman. 

GETA. I will presently make him come hither. 

DEMIPHO. Where is Antipho now? 

GETA. From home. 
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DEMIPHO. Go, Phaedria, find him, bring him here. 
PHAEDRIA. I go: I fly. [Exit Phaedria. 
GETA. [Aside.] Aye, to Pamphila! 

DEMIPHO. I will turn into my house, to bow me in my 
chapel. Then I will to the Forum, and summon some 
learned lawyers of my acquaintance to help me herein, 
that I may be prepared against Phormio’s coming. 

[Zxeunt Demipho and Geta. 


Scene IJ, PHORMIO : GETA 
Enter Phormio, with Geta 


PHORMIO. Say you so? That he fled in fear at his father’s 
coming? 

GETA. Verily he did. 

PHORMIO. And Phanium is left alone? 

GETA. Yea, so. 

PHORMIO. And the old man rages? 

GETA. Woundily. 

PHORMIO, Phormio! Thou by thyself the brunt must 

bear; 

The adventure and the issue thine. Prepare! 

GETA. Beseech you... 

PHORMIO. If he shall ask... 

GETA. In thee is our hope... 

PHORMIO. Lo, now! what if he send her back... 

GETA. Thou didst push us to it... 

PHORMIO. Thus I conclude... 

GETA. Help us... 

PHORMIO. Bring on your ancient! Now is my breast 

arrayed 

In plan of proof. 


GETA. What wilt thou do? 
P 2 
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PHORMIO. What will you, but that Phanium remain: that 
I pluck Antipho from the blame of this and turn all the 
old man’s anger on myself? 
cETA. O friend! O stout! Yet I fear oft, Phormio, that 
this thy stoutness may bring thee to the bilboes at last. 
PHORMIO. Not so! I have run my risks. I tread a path 
Trodden before. How many men, suppose you, 
Strangers and citizens, have I tormented 
E’en to destruction? And the more my skill, 
More oft I practise. Hast thou heard a suit 
Of damage laid against me? 
GETA. How may that be? 
PHORMIO. Not for the hawk and kite the nets are spread, 
That mischief make us, but for innocent fowl. 
For why? In them is harvest. In the others 
’Tis labour lost. Let those men fear their fellows 
That feathers have to pluck; but I am bare, 
And well they know it. Say you, “They shall cast thee, 
Have thee adjudged a bondsman, bring thee home’ ? 
They will not feed a glutton by their will, 
And well they choose, I wot, unless they would 
Repay my evil with the greatest good. 
cETA. My master cannot give you thanks enow 
As you deserve. 
PHORMIO. Nay, who can thank enow the hand that feeds 
him, 
The master of the feast? Look! You arrive 
With empty hands, all washed and curled and perfumed, 
Without a thought of care: he all the time, 
Eats out his heart in trouble and expense, 
You take your pleasure: he must still be chafing. 
You shall make merry; take the higher room, 
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Drink first. A banquet of perplexity 
Is spread before you. 
GETA. What mean you by that? 
PHORMIO. Where it perplexes what to fall on first. 
When you consider all these dear delights, 
Shall you not call him God, who gives them you. 
cETA. The old man comes. Have a care what you do. 
The first onset is the sharpest. If you sustain that, there- 
after you may play him as you please. 


Scene IIT. DEMIPHO : HEGIO : CRATINUS : CRITO : 
PHORMIO : GETA 


Enter Demipho with Hegio, Cratinus, and Crito 


DEMIPHO. Was ever done to any man alive 
More contumelious wrong than this to me, 
That ye have heard? I pray you, come this way. 

GETA. [Aside.] He rages! 

pHoRMIO. [Zo Geta.] Now do thus: now I will vex him. 
[ Aloud.] Great God in Heaven! and doth this Demipho 
Deny the maid, Phanium, to be his kin? 
Doth Demipho deny his kin? 


GETA. He doth. 
PHORMIO. Or that he knew her father? 
GETA. He denies it. 


DEMIPHO. [Aside.] I guess ’tis him I spoke of. Follow me. 


pHorMIO. He knew not Stilpo? Stilpo? 
GETA. He denies him. 


PHORMIO. Oh! See what avarice can! Because the maid 
Is poorly left, her father is disowned, 
And she abandoned in her wretchedness! 
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cETA. An you accuse my master of ill-doing, you shall 
hear ill of yourself. 
DEMIPHO. [Aside.] O impudence! Now comes he, after 
all, 
To rail on me! 
PHORMIO. Sooth! With the boy I have no cause of 
quarrel 
That he knew him not. For he was well in years, 
And poor, and labour was his livelihood! 
Therefore he kept him in the country close, 
And tilled his farm, which from my sire he held. 
Oft have I heard the reverend elder tell 
How that his kinsman here neglected him. 
Oh! what a man was there! I have not seen 
His like alive! 


GETA. Pray that you and he 
Be what you say. 
PHORMIO. Hang thee! rogue. 


Thought I not so of him, I ne’er had taken 
This heavy feud with all your family, 
For the maid’s sake, whom now your master spurns 


So churlishly. 


GETA. Wilt thou revile my master, 
Behind his back, thou filth? 

PHORMIO. Aye! He deserves it. 

GETA. Sayest thou still, dungeon! 

DEMIPHO. Geta! 

GETA. Thou thief of riches! 
Thou twister of the laws! 

DEMIPHO. Geta! 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Answer. 


GETA. Who’s there? Oh! 
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DEMIPHO. Silence! 
GETA, Master, till you came, 
He hath not ceased this day to speak revilings, 
More fitted to his mouth than to your ears. 
DEMIPHO. Peace thou! Young man, of thy good grace, 
I prithee, 
So may it please you, answer me this question. 
Your friend, you say, that was, what man was he? 
How called he kin with me? Explain me this. 
PHORMIO. You fish as though you knew not. 


DEMIPHO. Should I know? 

PHORMIO. Yea! 

DEMIPHO.  YetI know not. You, who say you know, 
Bring me in memory. 

PHORMIO. What! Not know your cousin! 

DEMIPHO. You plague me. Tell his name. 

PHORMIO. His name! By all means! 

DEMIPHO. What! You are silent! 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Gods! I am undone. 
I have forgot the name. 

DEMIPHO. What say you? 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Geta, 


Prompt me, an you remember, what was the name 
I said justnow? [Zo Demipho.] Nay! Nay! I will not tell 
you. 
You come to tempt me, as in sooth you knew not. 
DEMIPHO. What! do I tempt your 


GETA. [Aside.] Stilpo. 

PHORMIO. Still, what matter! 
Twas Stilpo. 

DEMIPHO. Who? 


PHORMIO. Stilpo, I say, you knew. 
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DEMIPHO. I knew him not, nor had I ever kinsman 
Any so called. 
PHORMIO. What! Are you not ashamed, 
Before these gentlemen? Had he but left estate 
Ten talents worth... 
DEMIPHO. God damn thee! 
PHORMIO. You had been first 
To count your kindred, telling them by rote, 
Even from your grandsire and your grandsire’s dad. 
DEMIPHO. Be it as you say. Then had I, when I came, 
Told how the girl was kin. Do you the like. 
Say, How are we kin? 


GETA. Well said, our master! 
Beware him, thou! 
PHORMIO. I did set forth the case, 


With full enlightenment there, where was need, 
Before the judges. Why, if it were false, 
Did not thy son confute? 
DEMIPHO. Quote not my son. 
A fool, a triple fool, beyond all telling! 
PHORMIO. But you are wise. Go to the magistrates, 
And bid them render you a second verdict, 
Since you are sovereign here, and you alone 
Can get two judgements in a single cause. 
DEMIPHO. Though wrong is done me, yet in very sooth, 
Sooner than vex the courts, or hark to thee, 
T’ll do what the law bids, were she our kin, 
To dower her—Take her hence, and with her take 
Five minae. 
PHORMIO. Ha! You jest! A pleasant wag! 
DEMIPHO. What is it? Ask I aught unjust in this? 
Shall I not even have the public right? 
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PHORMIO. So, truly. Doth the law ordain it so? 
To use her as a harlot, pay her fee, 
And thrust her out? Or is it ordered thus? 
So that no citizen be to baseness brought 
By poverty, her nearest kin shall take her, 
And share his life with her. This you forbid. 
DEMIPHO. Her nearest, yea. But whence or wherefore 
we? 
PHORMIO. “Plead not a matter judged’—so goes the saw. 
DEMIPHO. Shall I not plead? Nay, but I will, nor cease 
Till I accomplish. 
PHORMIO. Folly! 
DEMIPHO. Let me be! 
PHORMIO. In fine, our business is not with you, Demipho. 
Against your son the judgement runs, not you; 
Your marrying years are some way overpassed. 
DEMIPHO. All that I say, deem that he says the same— 
Else will I bar him out, with wife and all— 
GETA. [Aside.] How he storms! 


PHORMIO. You were better bar yourself. 
DEMIPHO. Wretch! Art thou fixed to cross me still? 
PHORMIO. [Aside.] He fears me, 


Though yet he strives to hide it. 

GETA. [Aside.] This is beginning well! 

PHORMIO. [Zo Demipho.] Nay, rather, bear 
That which you must. Act as becomes your worth! 
Let us be friends! 


DEMIPHO. Have I desired your friendship, 
Or sight, or hearing? 
PHORMIO. Make your peace with her. 


So shall you have some comfort in your age. 
Look to your years. 
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DEMIPHO. An the wench please you, take her 
To comfort you. 

PHORMIO. Abate your anger! 

DEMIPHO. Listen! 


Here’s talk enough. Remove your woman straight, 

Or I will thrust her out. That ’s my word, Phormio. 
pHoRMIO. If thou but layest a finger on her, otherwise 

Than as deserves a citizen of Athens, 

I will against thee lay a swinging suit. 

Demipho! that’s my word. 

[ Aside to Geta.] An you should need me, 
Pll be at home. 


GETA. I understand. [Lxit Phormio. 


Scene [V. DEMIPHO : GETA : HEGIO : CRATINUS : CRITO 


DEMIPHO. With what a world of care and anxious trouble 
My son afflicts me! Sorely hath he hampered 
Me by this marriage and himself no less. 
Yet comes he not to sight nor may I know 
What in this moil he thinks, nor what he says. 
[Zo Geta.] Go! see, is he returned home or no. 
GETA. I go. [Exit Geta. 
DEMIPHO. Ye see how the affair doth stand. 
What must I do, say, Hegio. 


HEGIO. I! An’t please you, 
Call first Cratinus! 

DEMIPHO. Speak Cratinus. 

CRATINUS. I? 

DEMIPHO. Thou. 

CRATINUS. I advise you should herein do that 


Your matter calls for. This is my opinion, 
That since your son, you being absent, pleaded, 
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*Tis right and just the judgement be annulled: 

That shall you get: I have done. 

DEMIPHO. Speak now, Hegio. 

HEGIO. My learned brother spoke advisedly. 

Yet thus it is: as there are many men, 

So many judgements; every man his fashion. 
To me it seems not what by law was done 

Can now be altered, and it were shame to try it. 

DEMIPHO. Speak, Crito. 

CRITO. My advice is this: the case 
Is weighty and should be considered of further. 

craTINUS. Would you have more of us? 

DEMIPHO. Ye have done bravely; 
Much more uncertain am I than before. 

[Exeunt Hegio, Cratinus, and Crito: enter Geta.| 
cETA. They say he’s not returned. 

DEMIPHO. I must await my brother now: what counsel he 
shall give me in this matter I will follow. I will go to the 
harbour to make inquiry when he returns. 

[Exit Demipho. 
ceTA. And I'll seek Antipho to tell him what hath passed 
here. But lo! in the nick of time I see him coming hither. 


AGTAIL 
Scene I. ANTIPHO : GETA 
Enter Antipho 
ANTIPHO. Verily, Antipho, thou art much to blame, for 
being of such a disposition. Didst thou not foolishly fly 
hence and leave thy life for others to defend! Didst 
thou deem that others would regard thy business more 
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ren thyself? Howsoever it befor the rest, thou shouldst 
surely take thought for her whom thou hast now at 
home, lest by thy false faith she encounter evil! Alack, 
poor wretch! all her hopes, all her riches, now lie in thee 
alone. 

Geta. Yea, truly, master. All this time we have up- 
braided your absence. 

ANTIPHO. Thou art the very man I was seeking. 

GETa. Yet, none the less for that, we have held our own. 

ANTIPHO. I beseech you, speak. How stand my affairs 
and fortune? Doth my father smell aught? 

Geta. Nota thing. 

ANTIPHO. Is there still hope? 

ceta. I know not. 

ANTIPHO. Oh! 

Geta. But Phaedria fainted not in striving for you. 

anTIPHO. There is naught new in that. 

ceta. Then, Phormio, in this as in other matters, ap- 
proved himself a man of his hands. 

ANTIPHO. What did he? 

Geta. In disputation he overthrew your father who was 
exceeding wroth. 

ANTIPHO. Well done, Phormio! 

Geta. I also, what in me lay. 

ANTIPHO. My Geta! I love ye all. 

Geta. The beginning is as I tell you. The storm is not 
yet burst. Your father is to wait until your uncle shall 
arrive. 

ANTIPHO. Why for him? 

Geta. As he said, that he would act in this matter accord- 
ing to his counsel. 

ANTIPHO. How I tremble now to see my uncle safe back, 
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Geta; for by his vote only, as you tell me, must I live 
or die. 

GETA. Here comes Phaedria to you. 

ANTIPHO. Where? 

GETA. Yonder he comes from the door of his wrestling 
school. 


Scene IJ. PHAEDRIA : DORIO : ANTIPHO : GETA 
Enter Phaedria and Dorio 


PHAEDRIA. Listen, Dorio, I beseech you. 

porio. | will not listen. 

PHAEDRIA. An instant... 

porio. No, let me go. 

PHAEDRIA. Hear what I have to say. 

porio. I am weary now, to hear the same thing a thou- 
sand times. 

PHAEDRIA. But now | will say what you shall hear gladly. 

DORIO. Speak: I listen. 

PHAEDRIA. Can I not entreat you to stay these three days? 
[Doria starts to go.| Where away now? 

porio. I marvelled if you should bring me anything new. 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] Alas! 1 fear me the bawd... 

GETA. [Aside.| Stitches a cap for himself. 

PHAEDRIA. Do you not trust me yet? 

porio. Spoken like a prophet. 

PHAEDRIA. But if I pledge mine honour? 

porio. A fairy tale! 

PHAEDRIA. You shall say you have lent this kindness on 
a fair usury. 

porio. Words! 

PHAEDRIA. Trust me, you shall have joy of it. By Heaven 
it is true. 
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porto. A dream! 

PHAEDRIA. Make trial: it is not long. 

Doro. You sing the same song. 

PHAEDRIA. Thou art my kinsman, my father, my friend: 
thou... 

porIo. Chatter on! 

PHAEDRIA. Are you so hard and so inexorable 
That neither prayers nor pity melt your heart? 

porio. Are you so shameless and bereft of sense 
That with bedizened words you cozen me 
And think to have my handmaid gratis, Phaedria? 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] It is to pity! 

PHAEDRIA. Alas! The truth compels me! 

GETA. [Aside.] How like is each to himself. 

PHAEDRIA. And that this ill thing had not befallen me, 
when Antipho was busy with some other perplexity! 

ANTIPHO. What is this now, Phaedria? 

PHAEDRIA. Oh! happy Antipho! 

ANTIPHO. I? 

PHAEDRIA. Thou hast at home that thou lovest: nor came 
it ever in thy usage to combat with such a calamity as 
this? 

ANTIPHO. At home! I! Yea, as the saw goes. I have a 
wolf by the ears. I know not how to hold nor how to let 

go. 

DoRIO. That is now my case. 

ANTIPHO. Now be proper bawd! Hath he wrought you 
some mischief? 

PHAEDRIA. Hath he not! This most barbarous fellow 
hath sold my Pamphila. 

ANTIPHO. What! Sold? 

GETA. Say you? Sold? 
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PHAEDRIA. Sold! 

DORIO. How shameful a deed! A bondmaid bought with 
his own money. 

PHAEDRIA. I cannot entreat him to change his bargain 
with that other, and wait on me these three days, till 
I procure the money that is promised from my friends. 
If then I give it not, wait not one hour more. 

pDoRIO. Deafen me! 

ANTIPHO. What he asks you is not long Dorio. Let him 
entreat you. This good that you deserve shall be ren- 
dered to you twofold. 

porio. These be words. 

ANTIPHO. Wilt thou let Pamphila be bereaved of this 
city? Canst thou suffer, also, the love of these twain to 
be torn asunder ? 

porio. Nor J, nor thou. 

PHAEDRIA. May all the gods deal with thee as thou de- 
servest. 

porio. I have borne with you for many months, con- 
trary to my temper, promising and bringing nothing; 
shedding tears. Now against all this I have found one 
who pays and weeps not. Make place for your betters. 

ANTIPHO. Surely, by Heaven, if I remember right, he 
formerly appointed a day, by which you should pay 
him. 

PHAEDRIA. He did. 

porio. Have I denied it? 

ANTIPHO. Hath it gone by? 

porio. Nay—but to-day hath come before. 

ANTIPHO. Are you not ashamed to be so light? 

porio. No, truly—if for money. 

ceTA. Dunghill! 
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PHAEDRIA. Dorio, ought you do thus indeed? 

porio. Thus] am. An you like me, use me. 

ANTIPHO. Do you cozen him so? 

porto. Nay, sooth, Antipho,it is he that cozens me. For 
he knew me to be thus: I believed him to be otherwise. 
He has deceived my expectation; I to him am no other 
than I have been. But, be that as it may, I will do this 
much notwithstanding. The soldier hath said he will 
give me the money to-morrow morning. If you, 
Phaedria, bring it to me before, I will use my rule that 
he gets first who gives first. Fare you well. 


[EZxit Dorio. 


Scene IJ]. PHAEDRIA : ANTIPHO : GETA 


PHAEDRIA. What can I do? Woe is me, whence can 
I, who have less than nothing, find him the money so 
suddenly? Yetwas it promised, had he been exorable for 
these three days. 

ANTIPHO. Geta, shall we suffer him to be thus wretched, 
who manfully aided me but now, as thou didst aver. 
Nay, now need is, let us make trial to repay kindness 
with kindness. 

GETA. Truly, I know this to be but just. 

ANTIPHO. To it then. Thou alone canst save him. 

GETA. What can I do? 

ANTIPHO. Find the money. 

GETA. I do desire it, but instruct me whence. 

ANTIPHO. My father is here. 

GETA. I know. What then? 

ANTIPHO. A word to the wise is enough. 

GETA. So? 

ANTIPHO. So. 
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GETA. Truly and indeed, a fair counsel. And wilt thou 
also run away? I triumph not if I ’scape with my skin 
from your marriage, but you must now bid me go get 
hanged on his account. 

ANTIPHO. *Tis true! 

PHAEDRIA. What, Geta! Am [| a stranger to you? 

ceTA. I think not so. But is it too little that already the 
old man is enraged at us all? Must we prick him further 
till no soft spot is left? 

PHAEDRIA. Shall another snatch her from my sight and 
carry her I know not where? Nay, then, Antipho, speak 
to me, look on me, while thou mayest, while I am here. 

ANTIPHO. Wherefore? What wilt thou do? Say. 

PHAEDRIA. Wheresoever in the world she is carried I will 
surely follow her or die. 

GETA. Heaven forfend what you do—Yet, softly. 

ANTIPHO. See if you can find any help for him. 

ceTa. Any? What? 

ANTIPHO. Search, I beseech you, Geta, lest something be 
done or left undone which we may be sorry for here- 
after. 

ceta. I search... Methinks I can save him... but ] am 
afeared of ill-hap. 

ANTIPHO. Be never afeared—ill-hap or good we will en- 
dure with thee. 

cEeTA. How much money need you? Say. 

PHAEDRIA. Only thirty minae. 

cETA. Thirty! Good lack, Phaedria, she is very dear. 

PHAEDRIA. She! In sooth she is very cheap. 

GETA. Come, come: the money shall be found: I will see 
to it. 

PHAEDRIA. Oh, my delicate Geta! 

2 
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GETA. Get you gone from here. 

PHAEDRIA. Need is now. 

GETA. You shall have it now. But I must have Phormio 
given to help me in the matter. 

PHAEDRIA. He’s to serve you. Lay what load you will 
on him without scruple, he will carry it. There is one 
beyond parallel a friend to his friend. 

cEeTA. Then let us to him with speed. 

ANTIPHO. Is there anything in which you need my pains? 

cETA. Naught. Marry, go home, and comfort yon poor 
wretch. I well wot, she now lies within fainting with 
fear. Tarriest thou? 

ANTIPHO. I could do naught else so much to my mind. 

[Exit Antipho. 

PHAEDRIA. How will you accomplish this? 

GETA. I will tell as we go: now stir you hence. 


[Exeunt Phaedria and Geta. 


ACTIV 
Scene I, DEMIPHO : CHREMES 
Enter Demipho and Chremes 


DEMIPHO. And hast thou brought thy daughter with thee, 


Chremes, 
For which thy journey was to Lemnos? 
CHREMES. No. 
DEMIPHO. How, no? 
CHREMES. Whenas her mother saw me stay 


Longer at Athens, and the maiden’s years 
Endured not my neglect, she, as they told me, 
With all her household, came to find me here. 
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DEMIPHO. Prithee, why, having heard this, lingeredst there 
So long? 


CHREMES. Marry! a sickness stayed me. 


DEMIPHO. How? 
What sickness? 
CHREMES. Ask you? Age is itself a sickness. 


But from the ship-master who brought them hither 

I learn they landed safely. 
DEMIPHO. And hast heard 

What to my son befell, while I was gone? 
CHREMES. Yes, and the business puts my plans in doubt. 

For, if I shall betroth her to a stranger, 

I must unfold both how and whence I have her. 

You I know faithful to me as myself. 

Another, if he make the marriage with me, 

Will yet be silent while our kindness holds. 

But if in scorn he takes me, more will know 

Than my convenience needs! I fear my wife 

May somehow learn. Which if it so befall, 

Remains for me to kick myself out 0’ doors, 

For in my house naught but myself is mine. 
DEMIPHO. I know ’tis thus, and much it troubles me. 

Nor will I tire in labour to essay 

Till I accomplish what I promised thee. 


Scene IJ. GETA : DEMIPHO : CHREMES 
Enter Geta: the others talk apart 


Geta. A better-witted man I have not found 
Than this same Phormio. I go to him, 
Say we need money: tell him how it comes; 
Scarce had I told the half, he understood, 
Q2 
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Rejoiced, commended me, would seek the elder, 
Thanked Heaven that opportunity was given 
To show himself as friend to Phaedria 
As to Antipho. I bade him wait for me 
In the market-place: there would I bring the sire. 

[Sees Demipho and Chremes. 
He’s yon. Who with him? Lord! ’tis Phaedria’s father 
Arrived! Why am I beastlike thus afraid? 
That now are two to cheat instead of one? 
More easy to employ a double hope! 
First I will try my first; an so, ’twere best: 
Fail he, Pll broach our new-arrived guest. 


Scene IJ]. ANTIPHO : GETA : CHREMES : DEMIPHO 
Enter Antipho 


ANTIPHO. I look to see when Geta will return, 
But lo! my uncle with my father here! 
Ah! how I fear what course his coming steers. 


GETA. [Aside.] Pll at them. [Aloud.] Chremes! Hail! 


CHREMES. And hail you, Geta! 
GETA. Your safe return our joy. 

CHREMES. Much thanks. 

GETA. What’s toward? 


Find you much new at home as travellers do? 
CHREMES. Aye, so. 


GETA. Yea. Hast thou heard of Antipho, 
What’s happened? 
CHREMES. All. 


cETA. [To Demipho.] Hast told? [To Chremes.] Is’t not a 


shame 
We should be so circumvented ! 
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CHREMES. With your master 
I spoke but now, how best... 
GETA. Indeed, I also, 


Turning it sedulously in my mind, 
Have found, I think, the cure. 
CHREMES., How now? 
DEMIPHO. What cure? 
ceTA. As I left thee, Phormio I chanced to meet. 
CHREMES. Who’s Phormio? 
DEMIPHO. He, that the woman... 
CHREMES. Yes, I know. 
GETA. Methought to try his temper: so I took him 
Aside, and then ‘Wherefore,’ quoth I, ‘O Phormio, 
See not between us two how we may best 
Patch up this break with kindness, not with strife. 
My master gentle is, disliking suits. 
Yea, though his friends, all with a single mouth, 
Urge him to send her packing. Sooth, ’tis so.’ 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] What begins he now and where will 
he come out? 
GETA. ‘Say that the law will punish her expulsion 
That has been thought on. Truly, if you essay him, 
You shall not spare your sweat. He is a pleader. 
Suppose him beaten: yet he, after all, 
Not in his person pays, but with a fine.’ 
When to this discourse I perceived him melt, 
‘Now are we here alone,’ quoth I. ‘Go to! 
What wilt thou take in hand, so that my master 
Be free of suits, the maid be taken hence, 
And thou well satisfied?’ 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] Are the Gods angry, 
And take away his wits? 
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GETA. ‘For well I know, 
An you ask anything of right and fair, 
So fair is he, you shall not have three words 
This day between you.’ 
DEMIPHO. Who bade thee speak thus? 
CHREMES. Nay, but it could not better be arrived 
There where we would. 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] I am undone! 
DEMIPHO. Say on. 
Geta. At first he raved. 
CHREMES. What asks he, say. 
GETA. Too much. 
A bellyful. 
CHREMES. Tell the sum. 
GETA. He’d have us give him 
One whole talent. 
DEMIPHO. Pest! Hath he no shame? 
GeTA. And so said I. “Would he give more’, quoth I, 
‘To dower his only daughter? Little gain 
He reared her not: comes one to take her dower.’ 
To make few words, and put his fooling by, 
In fine his proposition was at last. 
‘T had,’ quoth he, ‘even from the first, a mind 
To take the daughter of my friend to wife 
Myself, as right was, for I well foresaw 
Her lot uneasy, were she given, a beggar, 
To be a rich man’s slave, not wife. 
But my necessity, to speak thee frankly, 
Required a wife endowed to pay my debts. 
Yet, even now, if Demipho will give 
That which I get from her I have affianced, 


I would be lief to have this maid to wife 


Scene III PHORMIO 231 
More than another.’ 
ANTIPHO. [Aside.] _Is he fool or knave 
That thus he does? In his wits or out? I know not. 
DEMIPHO. What if he owe his life? 


GETA ‘T have’, quoth he, 
‘A farm, pledged for ten minae.’ 

DEMIPHO, Come, let him take her, 
Vl give that much. 

GETA. ‘Besides, a little cottage 
Pledged for ten more.’ 

DEMIPHO. Oh, oh, too much! 

CHREMES. Cry not. 
Take ten from me. 

GETA. ‘Then I must buy a handmaid 


For my wife; and then some sundry furnishings. 
The wedding cheer must be thought on. For all this 
Allot, surely,’ quoth he, ‘ten minae more.’ 

DEMIPHO. Now let him write six hundred suits against me, 
T’ll not a penny. Shall the rascal mock me? 

CHREMES. Prithee, be calm. I’ll give it. Only see you 
Your son do take to wife her whom we wish. 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] Alack! thou hast undone me with thy 
deceits, Geta! 

CHREMES. It is for my convenience she is spurned. 
*Tis just that I should pay it. 

GETA. ‘Then,’ quoth he, 
‘Make me assurance, and the best you can, 
Whether they give her, so I may dispatch 
The other, not stay doubtful. ’Tis agreed 
To pay her dowry now.’ 

CHREMES. Let him take now, 
And cry the other off, and marry ours. 
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DEMIPHO. And may it choke him! 
CHREMES. Most opportunely 
I have brought monies with me, from the rent 
Of my wife’s lands in Lemnos. Thence I'll take it, 
And tell my wife that you have need of it. 
[Exeunt Chremes and Demipho. 


Scene ]V. ANTIPHO : GETA 


ANTIPHO. Geta! 

ceTa. Well! 

ANTIPHO. What hast thou done? 

GeTA. Milked the old men of their money. 

ANTIPHO. Is that all? 

ceta. I know not forsooth! So much I was bid do. 

ANTIPHO. Rogue! Wilt thou answer me contrary to my 
question? 

ceTA. What speak you of then? 

ANTIPHO. What speak I of? Are not my fortunes brought 
By your contrivance to the gallows foot? 

May all the Gods of heaven, and those of hell, 
Deal thee perdition! Here’s a fellow, truly, 

To trust a matter to that needs good handling! 
What was more useless than to touch this sore 
Or name my wife. Now is my father filled 
With hope to be rid of her. Say now, if Phormio 
Receive the dowry, he must take the wife. 

What next? 

GETA, He shall not take her. 

ANTIPHO. Truly! Then 
They claim the money. Doubtless for our sake 
He chooses prison. 

GETA. Antipho, there is nothing 
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But by ill telling can be turned to worse. 
You cast away the good; the ill you keep. 
Hear now the other side. If he do take 
The money, I allow you, that the wife 
Is to be taken. Yet there’s an interval— 
To set the wedding feast: to bid the guests: 
To offer sacrifice. Meantime our friends 
Give what they promised. He shall then repay. 
ANTIPHO. How, or what pretext shall he use? 
GETA. You ask? 
“Thus many portents followed in the business. 
A strange black dog came in the house. A snake 
Fell in the courtyard from the roof. A fowl 
Crowed. Then a gipsy cursed. A soothsayer 
Forbade. Besides, ’tis ill to start a matter 
Ere the first frost.’ Here’s a most proper reason. 
Thus it shall go. 
ANTIPHO. Pray that it may. 
GETA. It shall, 
Mark me! Your father comes. Go! tell Phaedria 
We have the money. (Exit Antipho) 


Scene V. DEMIPHO : CHREMES : GETA 
Enter Demipho and Chremes 
DEMIPHO. Be easy, I say. I will see to it that he pay me 
not with words. I will not let the money go from me 
lightly, but will bring witnesses. I will have it in record 
when I pay and why I pay. 
Geta. [Aside.| How careful he is where there is no need! 
CHREMES. You should do so, and quickly, while his in- 
clination remains the same. For if the other press him 
more closely, haply he may throw us over. 
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ceTA. Thou hast supposed the kernel of the matter. 
DEMIPHO. Take me to him then. 

GETA. This moment. 

CHREMES. When you have done this business, pass to my 
wife. Let her go to the girl before she leaves your house, 
and tell her that we give her in marriage to Phormio, so 
that she bear no grudge against us. That he is more 
fitting, as being more familiar to her: that we have in no 
wise failed of our duty, since we have given such dowry 
as he asked. 

DEMIPHO. Plague! Why are you concerned with that? 

CHREMES. For good reason, Demipho. It is not sufficient 
to do a duty, unless report approves it. I desire this to 
be done with the woman’s good will also, that she may 
not proclaim we have put her away. 

DEMIPHO. I can do all this myself. 

CHREMES. Woman to woman is better matched. 

DEMIPHO. I will go ask her. [Lxit Demipho. 

CHREMES. Where now can I find those others: I will be- 
think me. 


AGTRV: 
Scene I, SOPHRONA : CHREMES 
Enter Sophrona 


SOPHRONA. What am I to do? Alack, where shall I find 
a friend, a helper, or a counsellor? I fear me my mistress, 
through my persuading, come to be unworthily wronged, 
since I hear that the young man’s father rages furiously 
at our doings. 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Who is this old woman that comes 
from my brother’s house so distraught? 
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SOPHRONA. T’o do it poverty compelled me. That the 
marriage was infirm I knew. That she might live and be 
saved in the meantime, this was my design. 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Body 0’ me! If my mind fails not, and 
my eyes can see, here is my very daughter’s nurse. 

SOPHRONA. Nor is he to be found....... 

CHREMES. [Aside.] What do I now? 

SOPHRONA. Who is her father. 

CHREMES. [Aside.| Shall I accost her or shall I wait till 
I know what she speaks of? 

SOPHRONA. Could I but come at him even now, there 
were naught to fear. 

CHREMES. [Aside.| It is she of a surety. I will speak to her. 

SOPHRONA. Who speaks there? 

CHREMES. Sophrona. 

sopHRONA. And calls my name! 

CHREMES. Look on me. 

SOPHRONA. God ’a mercy. Is it Stilpo? 

CHREMES. No. 

sopHRONA. Will you deny yourself? 

CHREMES. Come this way a little, 1 pray you, Sophrona, 
away from these doors. Never call me by that name again. 

SOPHRONA. What! Beseech you, are you not he you 
always said you were? 

CHREMES. Hush! 

soPpHRONA. Why do you fear these doors? 

CHREMES. Behind them I have a wife, a very shrew. As 
for that name, I gave it untruly before, lest by hap ye 
might babble it abroad unthinkingly, and thereafter my 
wife someway learn it. 

soPpHRONA. Lo you! Beshrew me! it was for that we 
could never find you here in our misfortune. 
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CHREMES. Tell me, what business have you in this house 
you come from. Where are the others? 

SOPHRONA. Woe’s me! 

CHREMES. What’s this? Live they? 

SOPHRONA. Your daughter lives. As for her mother, poor 
soul, death took her from her troubles. 

CHREMES. Oh! ill done! 

sOPHRONA. Then I, being indeed an old woman, and 
abandoned, and poor, and without acquaintance, gave 
the girl in marriage as best I could, to the youth who is 
master of this house. 

CHREMES. To Antipho? 

SOPHRONA. Yea, truly, to him. 

CHREMES. What! Hath he two wives? 

SOPHRONA. Beseech you, nay, he hath only this one, 
verily. 

CHREMES. What of the other, that is called his cousin? 

SOPHRONA. This is accordingly she. 

CHREMES. How say you? 

sOPHRONA. It was done by designment, so that, being 
affectioned to her, he might take her without a 
dowry. 

CHREMES. [Aside.] God in Heaven! How oft that falls by 
the very freakishness of fortune, which we dared not to 
hope for! Here I come to find my daughter married as 
I desired, with himI desired, and loved by him withal. 
That which his father and I most laboriously laboured 
to bring about, he has without our pains most painfully 
alone accomplished. 

SOPHRONA. Now look what we must do. The youth’s 
father hath come, and they say that he endures this with 
a monstrous ill spirit. 
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CHREMES. There is no danger. But for God’s sake and 
my sake take care no one learn she is my daughter. 
SOPHRONA. None shall know it of me. 
CHREMES. Follow me: the rest within. 
[Axeunt Chremes and Sophrona, into the house. 


Scene IT, DEMIPHO : GETA 
Enter Demipho and Geta 


DEMIPHO. By our own fault we make it expedient for men 
to be rogues, while we strive too much to get the name 
of fair and honest dealers. ‘Run not so fast that you 
miss your own door’, says the proverb. Was it not 
enough to accept wrong from this fellow? Now we 
have also thrown our money to him that he may have 
wherewith to live, while he plots some new mischief! 

cETA. Evidently! 

DEMIPHO. There is a reward nowadays for them that do 
evil as though it were good. 

GETA. Very true! 

DEMIPHO. The conclusion is: we have managed the 
matter as fools. 

cETA. If only the issue of our plan be that he marry her. 

DEMIPHO. Is even that in doubt? 

cETA. Verily, I know not, being the man he is, if he will 
change his mind. 

DEMIPHO. What, change it? 

cETA. I know not. Only, I say, if it so chance... 

pEMIPHO. I will do as my brother judged, bring his wife 
here to talk with her. Geta, go you before, tell her that 
she comes. 

[ELxit Demipho. 

GETA. The money is found for Phaedria: there is no more 
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talk of quarrels. It is provided that the girl leave us not 
forthwith. What next now? What’s to come? Geta, 
thou art stuck in the same mud. Shalt pay the turn. The 
evil of the day hath departed for the day, but thy stripes 
multiply an thou look not to it. Now I will get home 
and instruct Phanium, that she fear not Phormio or his 
discourse. [Exit Geta. 


Scene IIT. DEMIPHO : NAUSISTRATA : CHREMES 
Enter Demipho and Nausistrata 


DEMIPHO. Come, Nausistrata, do this as you are wont, 
that the girl may be made our friend. What is to be done 
let her do cheerfully. 

NAuUSISTRATA. I will do it. 

DEMIPHO. By these pains you shall help me, as you have 
helped me already with your substance. 

NAUSISTRATA. I am glad ’tis done. Marry, by my hus- 
band’s fault I am less able than becomes me. 

DEMIPHO. How? 

NAUSISTRATA. Marry! since he keeps unthriftily that 
which my father got thriftily. For my father from that 
estate took every year a rent of two talents of silver. 
How one man is better than another! 

DEMIPHO. Two talents a year, say you? 

NAUSISTRATA. Yes, in sooth, though all things were then 
much cheaper, yet two talents. 

DEMIPHO. So! 

NAUSISTRATA. What think you of that? 

DEMIPHO. Truly! 

NAUSISTRATA. I would I had been born a man: I would 
show him... 

DEMIPHO. I am sure of it. 
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NAUSISTRATA. How... 

DEMIPHO. Spare yourself, I beseech you, that you may 
be the more able with her, lest she wear you down, as 
being younger. 

NAUSISTRATA. I will do as you bid. But I see my husband 
coming out of your house. 


Enter Chremes 


CHREMES. Ha, Demipho! Hast given him the money? 

DEMIPHO. I saw to it straightway. 

CHREMES. I would youhad not given it. [Aside.] Oh! I see 
my wife; that was near more than enough. 

DEMIPHO. Why would you so, Chremes? 

CHREMES. It is well as it is. 

DEMIPHO. What of youP—Have you said aught to the 
girl why we bring your wife to her? 

CHREMES. I have settled it. 

DEMIPHO. What says she? 

CHREMES. We cannot put her away. 

DEMIPHO. How, cannot? 

CHREMES. Since they have a mind to one another. 

DEMIPHO. What is that to us? 

CHREMES. Much. Besides, I have learned that she is our kin. 

DEMIPHO. What! Thou ravest. 

CHREMES. It shall appear so. I speak by the book. I have 
come back to the memory of it. 

DEMIPHO. Art verily in thy wits? 

NAUSISTRATA. Nay. Beseech you. Have a care you make 
not a fault against our cousin. 

DEMIPHO. She is none. 

CHREMES. Deny not. Her father’s name was other than 
she said: in this you mistook. 
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DEMIPHO. She knew not her own father? 

CHREMES. She knew him. 

DEMIPHO. Then why named she another? 

CHREMES. [Aside.] Will younever comply withme to-day? 
Will you understand nothing? 

DEMIPHO. Since you say nothing! 

CHREMES. Perdition! 

NAUSISTRATA. I marvel what this may mean. 

DEMIPHO. By Heaven, I know not. 

CHREMES. Will you know? So may Heaven save me, 
there is no man nearer to her than you and I. 

DEMIPHO. God’s truth! Let’s go to her. I would we 
should learn the truth or falsehood of this all together. 

CHREMES. Oh! 

DEMIPHO. What now? 

CHREMES. That I should so lack credit with you! 

DEMIPHO. Will you have me a believer? Will you have 
me think it well proven? Come: Be it so! What of the 
other, our friend’s daughter? What shall be done with 
her? 

CHREMES. All’s well. 

DEMIPHO. Shall we let her go then? 

CHREMES. Why not? 

DEMIPHO. And shall the other stay? 

CHREMES. Assuredly. 

DEMIPHO. Then you may go, Nausistrata. 

NAUSISTRATA. Marry. I think this is more fitting for us 
all, that she should stay, than as you began. As for me, 
when I saw her, she seemed to me most gentle. 

[Exit Nausistrata. 

DEMIPHO. What’s all this coil? 

CHREMES. Has she shut the door yet? 
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DEMIPHO. Now she has. 
cHREMES. Oh! Jupiter! There is a heaven above us! I 
have found my daughter married to your son. 
DEMIPHO. What! How was that possible? 
CHREMES. This place is not safe enough to tell you. 
DEMIPHO. Then come you within. 
CHREMES. Look you, I would not that our sons even 
should know anything of this. 
[Exeunt Demipho and Chremes. 


Scene IV. ANTIPHO 
Enter Antipho 


ANTIPHO. However mine own affairs go, I am glad that 
my cousin has got his desires. How judgmatical is it to 
admit into the breast only such longings as can be medi- 
cined easily, if things go ill. Thus he for his part was rid 
of his troubles, once he found the money. I for mine 
cannot by any physic creep out of the toils I am in. If 
the matter stay hid, I must lie in fear; if it be disclosed, 
in reproach. I would not now come home were not 
some hope shown me of keeping my wife. But where 
can I find Geta, to ask him what occasion I should take 
of meeting my father? 


Scene V. PHORMIO : ANTIPHO 
Enter Phormio 


PHORMIO. I have got the money. I have bestowed it on 
the bawd. I have carried off the wench. I have arranged 
it that Phaedria have her for his own, for she hath been 
discharged from her apprenticeship. Now remains one 
thing more to accomplish, that the old men leave me 
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leisure to get drunk, for thereto will I devote these few 
days. 

ANTIPHO. It is Phormio! Of what speak you? 

PHORMIO. How? 

ANTIPHO. What goes Phaedria to do now? How pro- 
poses he to spend the satiety of his love? 

PHORMIO. It is now his turn to play your part. 

ANTIPHO. What part? 

PHORMIO. That of fleeing from his father. Now he de- 
sires you take his in exchange and plead his cause for 
him, since he comes to drink at my house. I will declare 
to the elders that I go to Sunium to the market to buy 
the handmaid Geta spoke of but now; lest when they 
see me not in the city, they imagine that I am wasting 
their money. But I hear the door behind you. 

ANTIPHO. Look who comes out. 

PHORMIO. It is Geta. 


Scene VI. GETA : ANTIPHO : PHORMIO 
Enter Geta 


ceTA. Oh Fortune, Fairy Fortune, what a boon, 
What blissful bounteous boon thou hast bestowed 
On Antipho, my lord, so sudden soon... 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] What means he by this? 

cEeTa. And lightened us, his fearful friends, of load! 
Shall I not gird me with my cloak and run 
With speed to tell him what this day is done? 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.] Understand you his talk? 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Do you? 

ANTIPHO. [Aside.]| Not a word. 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] I as much. 
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ceTA. I will get me to the bawd’s. There they now 
are. [Szarts to go off. 

ANTIPHO. Ho! Geta. 

GETA. [Wot turning.| Ho! to you. It is no new wonder to 
me, to be called back when I am starting in haste. 

ANTIPHO. Geta! 

GETA. [Wot turning.| He persists i’ faith. You shall never 
overcome me with being troublesome. 

ANTIPHO. Will you not stay! 

GETA. Go, whip yourself! 

ANTIPHO. That shall you get unless you stand, rogue! 

ceETA. [Zurning.| This must be a friend; he offers to beat 
me. Is it him I seek or no? It is the man. Quickly met! 

ANTIPHO. What now? 

cETA. O most adorned wight of all above, 
Thee only, Antipho, the Gods do love. 
Past peradventure... 

ANTIPHO. I desire it may be so; but I would have you tell 
me why I should believe it so. 

GETA. Art thou content to be dissolved in joy? 

ANTIPHO. Plague! 

PHORMIO. Have done with your promisings and tell your 
tidings. 

GETA. Oh! art thou there too, Phormio? 

PHORMIO. I am here: but thou art behind. 

cETA. [Zo Phormio.] Hear then. When just now we gave 
thee the money in the Forum we went straight home. 
[Zo Antipho.| Meantime the master sent me to thy wife. 

ANTIPHO. For what cause? 

cETA. I pass over the telling; for it is nothing to the pre- 
sent purpose, Antipho. As I begin to go to the women’s 
chamber, the boy Mida runs to me, clutches at my cloak, 
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bears me backward. I stare, I stammer, “Wherefore stay 
me?’ He says, it is forbid to go in to the young 
mistress: ‘Even now’, quoth he, ‘Sophrona took in 
Chremes, our master’s brother, and he is now there with 
them.’ When I heard this I step me softly to the door, 
on tiptoe; I draw near. I stand by, I bate my breath; 
I apply mine ear; and so begin to stretch my spirit to the 
capture of their discourse. 

PHORMIO. Well done, Geta! 

GETA. Hereupon I heard a most pretty villainy, so that 
i’ faith I almost cried out for joy. 

ANTIPHO. What? 

GETA. What think you? 

ANTIPHO. I know not. 

cETA. Nay, most miraculous! Your uncle is found to 
be father to your wife Phanium. 

ANTIPHO. Ha! What say you? 

GETA. He consorted formerly with her mother in Lemnos, 
in secret. 

PHORMIO. You dream. Would she not know her own 
father? 

GETA. Believe there should be some reason for this, 
Phormio. But think you that, being without the door, 
I could apprehend all that they exchanged with one 
another within? 

ANTIPHO. Why, I too have heard somewhat of such a tale. 

ceTa. Nay, I will give you further cause to believe. 
Meantime your uncle goes out of doors. Not long after 
he comes in again together with your father. Both of 
them aver you shall be given licence to keep her. In fine, 
Tam sent to seek you and bring you to them. 

ANTIPHO. Nay, snatch me then. Why dost linger? 
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GETA. It is done. 
ANTIPHO. Ho! Phormio, farewell. 
PHORMIO. Farewell, Antipho. God love me, a good 
business. I am glad of it. 
[Exeunt Antipho and Geta. 


Scene VIT, pPHORMIO 


PHORMIO. That such good chance should fall on them so 
sudden! 

Here I do spy the top of opportunity 
To mock the elders and set Phaedria free 
From care of money, or necessity 
To be a suppliant for it to his friends. 
For this same money, which they gave to me, 
Shall now be his whether they will or no. 
By this event I find a way to force it.— 
Another face and bearing I must take. 
I'll get me to this alley-way near by. 
Thence I’ll show to them when they issue out. 
Pll not go to the market, as I feigned. 


Scene VIIT, DEMIPHO : CHREMES : PHORMIO 
Enter Demipho and Chremes 


DEMIPHO. Great and deserved thanks I give to Heaven, 
Brother, that our affairs have turned so well. 
Now we must meet with Phormio, if we can, 
To have our thirty minae from him, ere 
He crumbles them away. 
pHoRMIO. [Advancing.| If Demipho 
Be now at home I’Il see him, since... 
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DEMIPHO. Why, Phormio! 

You are the man we sought. 

PHORMIO. For the same cause, 

Belike? 

DEMIPHO. In sooth ’tis so. 
PHORMIO. I did suppose it. 

Why did ye seek me? 

DEMIPHO. A trifle. 
PHORMIO. Did ye fear 

That what I undertook I would perform? 

Alack! However great my penury— 

And great it is—this have I always kept, 

And keep, in spite of all, my plighted word. 
CHREMES. [Aside.| Is he not gentle, as I said? 
DEMIPHO. [Aside.] In sooth! 
PHORMIO. And therefore come I to you, Demipho, 

To signify that I am all prepared. 

Give the bride when ye will, for I have put 

All else behind this business, as was right, 

Since I perceived ye did desire it much. 

DEMIPHO. Nay, butmy brother here hath talked me down, 

I should not give you her. For thus he saith, 

‘If you do this, how shall the popular voice 

Carry? You gave her not, when with your honour 

You might. *Twere baseness to evict her now.’ 

All those same arguments, which you yourself 

Lately outfaced me with. 


PHORMIO. You are too proud. 
Come, come, you mock me! 
DEMIPHO. How? 
PHORMIO. Canst thou ask how? 


Now that I cannot have the other either. 
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How countenanced can I to her return 
Whom I have scorned? 

CHREMES. [Aside to Demipho.] Say too, that Antipho 
Is, as you find, most loth to let her go. 

DEMIPHO. Then, I have found my son is very loth 
To let her go. So please you, let us pass 
Into the Forum, there give order, Phormio, 
My money be inscribed to me again. 

PHORMIO. Did I not straight inscribe it out to those 
To whom I owed? 

DEMIPHO. What’s to do then? 

PHORMIO. Why, this. 
If you will give to me the wife you promised, 
ll take her, Demipho. But if you will 
She stay with you, the dowry stays with me. 
It is not just that I should be defrauded 
For you, since for your honour I renounced 
That other, with as full an ample dower. 

DEMIPHO. Get you to hell with all your fine palaver, 
Rascal! Thinkest thou we know thee not by now, 


Thee and thy works? 

PHORMIO. I shall be angry. 

DEMIPHO. What! 
Wouldst marry her, an we gave her? 

PHORMIO. Make the trial. 


DEMIPHO. That he should consort with her in your house, 
This was your plan. 


PHORMIO. Prithee, what prate you of? 
DEMIPHO. Give me my money! 
PHORMIO. Give you me my wife. 


DEMIPHO. Come to court. 
PHORMIO. Nay, if you will be troublesome— 
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DEMIPHO. What wilt thou do? 


PHORMIO. What willl do? Perhaps 
You deem my care is all for dowerless maids. 
I help the dowered too. 

CHREMES. What’s that to us? 


pHoRMIO. Naught. But I knew a wife, whose hus- 
band... 


CHREMES. Ah! 

DEMIPHO. What’s this? 

PHORMIO. Kept him another wife at Lemnos. 

CHREMES. Oh! 
I am sped. 


PHORMIO. On her he got a daughter, whom hebrought up 
Clandestinely ... 


CHREMES. And buried. 
PHORMIO. This I purpose 
To tell the other. 
CHREMES. Do not, I beg you. 
PHORMIO. Oh! 
Wert thou the man? 
DEMIPHO. He makes a mock of us. 
CHREMES. We do release thee. 
PHORMIO. Words! 
CHREMES. What would you have? 


We do forgive the money that thou owest. 
PHORMIO. I hear ye. Plague! Why do you mock me thus, 
Chopping opinions like a silly boy? 
I will: I will not: now I will again: 
Now not. Now take, now give. Now it is said, 
_ And now unsaid: now fixed and now unfixed. 
CHREMES. [Aside to Demipho.| Whence was he able learn 
of this, or how? 
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DEMIPHO. [Aside to Chremes.| I know not. Sure I 

mentioned it to none. 

CHREMES. [Aside to Demipho.| "Fore heaven, it seems 

most like a miracle. 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] I have thrown a scruple in them. 

DEMIPHO. [Aside to Chremes.] What the devil! 
That he should rob us of our money thus: 

And mock our faces. Faith, I’d rather die. 
Now you must range and fortify your mind. 
Look, your offence is blazoned out of doors, 
Nor from your wife can it be more concealed. 
Yet, what from others she shall soon receive, 
Sooner appeased, if we relate ourselves! 
Then can we wreak a vengeance at our will 
On this unhung swine. 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Phormio, look to thyself, 
Or sink. With such a cut-throat appetite 
They bend towards thee! 

CHREMES. [To Demipho.| I fear she may by no means 

be appeased. 

DEMIPHO. [Zo Chremes.] Be of good cheer. I’ll render 

you to favour 
On this relying, that the woman’s dead 
On whom you got her. 

PHORMIO. Deal ye with me so? 
Yegotoitcunningly enough. [To Demipho.]| By Heaven, 
Demipho, ill for him thou hast provoked me. 

[To Chremes.]| Say you? When you have satisfied your 
lusts 

Abroad, and done this most unparalleled wrong 

To your most noble wife, not fearing her, 

Shall you now come and purge your fault with prayers? 
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I will with such discourse so kindle her 
Against you that you shall not put her out, 
Though you distilled all tears. 

DEMIPHO. Oh! God in Heaven 
Send your plagues on him. Was such villain ever 
So without fear or shame? A public pest, 
To be deported to some desert isle! 

CHREMES. I am reduced to this, that I know not in any 
wise how to deal with him. 

DEMIPHO. But I know. Let us to the court. 

PHORMIO. To the court! Nay, this court, an it please you. 
[Starts towards Chremes’ house.| 

CHREMES. Follow him! Hold him while I call out the 
slaves. 

DEMIPHO. [Trying to hold Phormio.| I cannot alone: help! 

PHORMIO. [Zo Demipho.| 1 have an action of battery 
against thee! 

DEMIPHO. Bring it then! [Chremes seizes Phormio.] 

PHORMIO. Another against thee, Chremes! 

CHREMES. Away with him! 

PHORMIO. Would you so? Then must I call in my ally 
Tongue. [Calls out.| Nausistrata! Come forth. 

CHREMES. Stop his filthy mouth! Lord! how strong he is! 

PHORMIO. Nausistrata, I say. 

DEMIPHO. Wilt not be silent? 

PHORMIO. ‘Silent,’ quoth he! 

DEMIPHO. An he go not with you, give him your fist in 
the belly. 

PHORMIO. Or poke out an eye! [Seeing the door open.] 
This is where I will be well revenged on you. 
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Scene 1X. NAUSISTRATA : CHREMES : DEMIPHO : 
PHORMIO 


Enter Nausistrata 


NAUSISTRATA. Who calls my name? Marry, beseech you, 
husband, what is this riot? 

PHORMIO. Aha! why art thou now struck dumb? 

NAUSISTRATA. Whoisthisman? Wiltthounotanswer me? 

PHORMIO. He answer you! I faith he knows not where 
he is. 

CHREMES. Believe not a word he says. 

PHORMIO. Go to! touch him. If he be not frozen stiff, 
hang me. 

CHREMES. It is naught. 

NAUSISTRATA. What is naught? What is this fellow talk- 
ing of? 

PHORMIO. That thou shalt now know. Listen. 

CHREMES. Will you believe him? 

NAUSISTRATA. Beseech you, how should I believe him, 
seeing he has said nothing? 

PHORMIO. Alas, poor wretch; he raves in his fear. 

NAUSISTRATA. I’ faith, there is some cause why you are so 
afraid. 

CHREMES. | afraid? 

PHORMIO. Yea, truly. If thou fearest nothing, and if this 
that I say is nothing, do you tell it. 

DEMIPHO. Rogue! Shall he tell for thee? 

PHORMIO. O you there! You have wrought well for your 
brother. 

NAUSISTRATA. Husband, will you not tell me? 

CHREMES. Well... [Hesitates.| 

NAUSISTRATA. ‘Well’ what? 
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CHREMES. There is no need to tell. 

pHORMIO. Notforthee. Butthere is need for her to know. 
[To Nausistrata.| In Lemnos... 

DEMIPHO. Ha! What say you? 

CHREMES. Wilt not be silent? 

PHORMIO. Unknown to thee... 

CHREMES. Heaven pity me! 

PHORMIO. He took a wife. 

NAUSISTRATA. Fellow! Heaven forbid! 

PHORMIO. So it was. 

NAUSISTRATA. Alack! I am undone. 

PHORMIO. And has got a daughter on her, while you slept. 

CHREMES. [Zo Demipho.] What’s to do now? 

NAUSISTRATA. God ’a mercy! What a woeful devilish 
deed ! 

PHORMIO. That he did. 

NAUSISTRATA. Was ever in the world aught done more 
wickedly? These be they, who when they come to their 
wives, are turned into old men! Demipho, I ask you— 
for with him I scorn to speak—Were these the comings 
and goings; the long stays at Lemnos? Was this the 
cheapness which diminished our rents? 

DEMIPHO. Nausistrata, 1 deny not that fault hath been 
incurred by him in this: but such as may be pardoned. 

PHORMIO. This is the burial service! 

DEMIPHO. For he did not this through disregard of you 
nor disliking. Fifteen years ago, being then in his cups, 
he lay with a woman yonder, of whom the girl was born, 
nor hath touched her ever since. She is dead. That 
which was the stumbling-block herein is removed. 
Therefore I pray you, bear this with patience, as is your 
custom in other matters! 
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NAUSISTRATA. With patience! Alack, I would I were fin- 
ished with this. But what hope have I? Shall I suppose 
that he will abate his sinfulness with years? If old age 
makes modest, he was old even then. Or is my youth 
and beauty now more desirable than it was, Demipho? 
What expectation or hope do you give me that this shall 
not happen again? 

PHORMIO. They that would help at Chremes’ funeral, 
now is their time. Such is my sword-play. Now, 
challenge Phormio who list! [Sings.] 

‘Tl deal him wounds full sore, 

As those I dealt before.’ 
Well, let him make his peace now. He is enough pun- 
ished for me. She hath that against him, wherewith to 
bark in his ear as long as he lives. 

NAUSISTRATA. Methinks I have deserved this! Shall I tell 
you now, Demipho, point by point, what a wife I have 
been to him? 

DEMIPHO. I know it all, as well as you. 

NAUSISTRATA. By my deserving was this done, think you? 

DEMIPHO. Never in the world! Yet, since that which is 
done cannot be undone by railing, pardon him. He hath 
confessed: he repents: he prays you grace. What more 
would you? 

PHORMIO. [Aside.] Nay, before she pardon him I will pro- 
vide for myself and Phaedria. [Aloud.] Hark! Nausi- 
strata! before thou repliest rashly. 

NAUSISTRATA. What is it? 

pHORMIO. I have taken by a trick thirty minae from 
your husband and have given them to your son. He 
hath given them to a bawd for his mistress. 

cHREMES. Oh! What’s this? 
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NAUSISTRATA. Seems it so strange to you, then, that your 
son, who is young, should have one mistress, while you 
have two wives? Have you no shame? With what face 
will you reproach him? Answer me. 

DEMIPHO. He will do as you desire. 

NAUSISTRATA. Nay, to let you now know my decision, 
I pardon not. I promise not. I reply not, till I have seen 
my son. I will refer all to his judgement. What he shall 
bid, that will I do. 

PHORMIO. Art a wise woman, Nausistrata! 

NAUSISTRATA. Art thou satisfied? 

PHORMIO. Yea, in sooth. I come off fair and featly, out of 
a foul hope. 

NAUSISTRATA. Tell me, thou, what is thy name. 

PHORMIO. I am called Phormio—a friend i’ faith to your 
family, and especially to your son Phaedria. 

NAUSISTRATA. Phormio, I swear, hereafter, as far as I may, 
anything you may desire of me said or done, that will 
I say and do. 

PHORMIO. Most kindly spoken! 

NAUSISTRATA. Marry, it is your desert. 

PHORMIO. Will you to-day, Nausistrata, for a beginning, 
do what will pleasure me and give sore eyes to your 
husband ? 

NAUSISTRATA. Such is my desire. 

PHORMIO. Bid me to supper. 

NAUSISTRATA. Marry! By all means I bid you. 

DEMIPHO. Let us go into the house. 

NAUSISTRATA. So beit. But where is Phaedria, our judge! 

PHORMIO. I will fetch him presently. 

cantor. Gentles, farewell: and let your hands applaud. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
ge } Old Gentlemen of Athens. 


PHIDIPPUS 


PAMPHILUS Son to Laches. 
PARMENO Slave to Laches, servant to Pamphilus. 
SOSIA A slave to Laches. 


sostRATA Wife to Laches. 
MYRRINA Wife to Phidippus. 


BACCHIS 

Courtesans. 
PHILOTIS 
SYRA An old woman. 


The scene is laid in a street in Athens, on one side of 
which stands the house of Laches, on the other that of 
Phidippus. 


PROLOGUE / 
Spoken on the second production of the play 
This play is named the Mother-in-law. When first 


T'was shown on the stage for new, a portent new 
Befell it, a calamity accurst, 

So that to sight or sense it never grew; 

Because the folk were all agog to gape 

Ona rope-dancer. Now ’tis good as new, 

Yet for that cause the poet would not scrape 

A second price out of a second brew. 

Ye know his others. Pray you, learn this too. 


PROLOGUE // 


Spoken by L. Ambivius Turpio, on the third production of 
the play 


Pleader I come to you in Prologue’s gown, 

And for my pleading let me get this wage, 

The privilege that to my youth was shown 

Be it continued to my riper age. 

Then still-born plays I made to live once more, 

And saved both plays and poet from decay. 

When first Caecilius’ parts I studied o’er 

In some I fell; in some I scarce could stay. 

Knowing the stage’s fickle fortune, still 

For hope uncertain I took certain sweat; 

I acted these in that intent and will, 

To keep him writing and have others yet. 
s 
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I brought them to be seen; they pleased when known: 
Thus I restored the poet to his place, 

Who, by his enemies’ spites, had well-nigh grown 
Deserter from the Muse’s painful ways, 

Had I despised his plays when they were new 
And chosen put my pains to make him quit, 

And rather ease than labour to pursue, 

I soon had scared him off, no more to write. 

Now, as ye love me, list to this I pray. 

“The Mother-in-law’ again I come to show, 
Which never I was let in peace to play: 

Some curst calamity still laid it low. 

That by your understanding shall be healed, 

If to our industry it be allied. 

When first twas shown, boxers were in the field— 
And rumour of a rope-dancer beside— 

The gathering groups, the din, the women crying, 
Made me give o’er the play ere I began. 

Then I ’gan practice my old way of trying 

With a new piece; I bring it on again. 

In the first act it pleased; then tale was brought 

A show of gladiators coming on: 

The folk rose up, ran riot, shouted, fought 

For place—and so I lost my place anon. 

Now silence here and peace; no riots rage: 

To me is given the time to act: to you 

Power to augment the honour of the stage. 

Let not the Muse fall captive to a few; 

With you it rests: make your authority 

Patron and aid to mine, this to attain. 

If I have never put too greedily 

Price on my art, but thought my greatest gain 
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Was when I could most greatly serve your ease, 
Grant me this boon, that he who to my care 
Trusted his work, and trusted you to please, 
Be not unfairly mocked by foes unfair. 
Because of me cause you this cause to win, 
Grant us your silence: so shall others choose 
To write, and I shall find account herein, 
To buy new plays and act them for your use. 


eri 
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ACT 
Scene I, PHILOTIS : SYRA 


PHILOTIS. Marry, Syra, how seldom we lights-o’-love 
light upon lovers that are faithful. Mark how often this 
Pamphilus would swear to Bacchis, and with such solemn 
oaths you should easily believe him, that never while she 
lived would he marry a wife. Now, look you, he hath 
married. 

syRA. Therefore and for that reason I exhort and admon- 
ish you constantly, have pity on no man, but rob, tear, 
and dismember whomsoever you get. 

PHILOTIS. Shall I make no exception? 

syra. Not one. For none of them, be sure, comes to you, 
but in the intention to fulfill his pleasure on you as 
cheaply as he can by blandishments. Prithee, shall not 
you lay snares against them contrariwise ? 

PHILOTIS. Marry, nevertheless, to be the same to all is not 
justice. 

syRA. Is it not justice to avenge yourself on your ene- 
mies? Or that they should be taken in the same nets 
wherein they would take you? Alas and alack-a-day, why 
have I not your years and figure, or you my mind? 


Scene IT, PARMENO : PHILOTIS : SYRA 


Enter Parmeno, from Laches’ house, turning back to speak 
to a slave at the door 


PARMENO. If the old man seek me, tell him I have gone 
but now to the harbour, to inquire if Pamphilus be 
arrived. Hear you what I say, Scirtus? If he seek me, 
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say as I tell you. If he seek not, say nothing, that I may 
keep this excuse fresh for another time. Do I see my 
little Philotis? Whence comes she here? Thrice save 
you, Philotis! 

PHILOTIS. Ah! save you, Parmeno! 

syrA. By Castor, Parmeno, save you. 

PARMENO. You also, Syra, by Pollux. Tell me, Philotis, 
where hast been taking thy pleasure this long while? 

PHILOTIS. Little pleasure have I had, since I departed 
hence to Corinth with a most rude and beastly captain: 
there I endured him two years, alack, as it were an 
eternity. 

PARMENO. Marry, little one, I wot you were oft smitten 
with the longing for Athens, and despised your own 
devices. 

PHILOTIS. Words cannot tell how I longed to return; to 
leave my captain, and see you all here, and enjoy in your 
company our ancient custom of free merrymaking. For 
there I had no licence, except by a set rule to say what 
should please him. 

PARMENO. Methinks your captain prescribed a limit to 
your speech very preposterously! 

PHILOTIS. But what is this business? This that Bacchis 
told me now at her house? I never believed that this 
should happen, that your master could have the heart, 
while she lived, to marry a wife. 

PARMENO. Marry, quotha! 

PHILOTIS. Look you now, is he not married? 

PARMENO. He is married, but I fear me this marriage will 
not hold. 

PHILOTIS. Heaven grant it so, if it be for Bacchis’ good. 
But tell me, Parmeno, why should I so believe it ? 
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PARMENO. It is not a thing to be published. Cease to 
catechize. 

PHILOTIS. Say you so for this reason, that it may not get 
abroad? So help me Heaven, I ask you not in order to 
publish it, but to rejoice over it secretly by myself. 

PARMENO. You shall never speak me so fairly that I will 
trust my back to your discretion. 

PHILOTIS. Be not so, Parmeno! As if you did not desire 
to tell me this story much more than I, that ask, desire to 
know. 

PARMENO. [Aside.| She speaks truth: this is my greatest 
fault. [Aloud.] If you pledge me your faith you will 
keep silent, I will tell. 

PHILOTIS. You are back in your true temper. I pledge 
it. Speak. 

PARMENO. Listen. 

PHILOTIS. I am with you. 

PARMENO. Pamphilus loved your Bacchis here no less 
Than at the hottest, at what time his father 
Began beseech him marry, in the rote 
All fathers use in common; that himself 
Grew old, had but this only son, and wished 
Provide some reinforcement for his age. 

The boy refused at first: but, as more keenly 

The father presses, so he brought his mind 

To wavering, should he listen to his love 

Or to respect. At last, by hammering on him, 

For very weariness the old man won; 

And so betrothed him to his neighbour’s daughter 
Close by here. Pamphilus took it not to heart 
Until the very wedding, when he sees 

All ready, no reprieve but he must marry. 
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Then, not before, he fell in such a grief, 
Bacchis herself, methinks, had pitied him, 
Had she been there. Each moment he could find 
To steal apart and talk awhile with me: 
‘Parmeno, I am lost! What have I done? 
Into what misery have I cast myself? 
Tam undone. I cannot bear it, Parmeno.’ 
pHILoTIs. Now Heaven waste thee, Laches, with like 
sorrow! 
PARMENO. To make few words, he brings his wife back 
home. 
On the first night he never touched the maid; 
No more, the night that followed it. 
PHILOTIS. How say you? 
Can a young man, all full of heat and wine, 
Sleep by a maid and keep from touching her? 
I think your tale nor likely is nor true. 
PARMENO. I do believe you think so. All that come 
To you desire you. He in his own despite 
Had taken her. 
PHILOTIS. What happens then? 
PARMENO. Ere many days had passed 
Pamphilus draws me apart out 0’ the house, 
Tells me the maid is still a maid for him, 
That he had hoped, before he took her home 
He could endure the marriage: ‘Now’, quoth he, 
‘Since I’m resolved I cannot keep her long, 
Parmeno, to use her in mere wantonness, 
Not send her back as chaste as when she came, 
Dishonest were for me, hurt for the maid.’ 
PHILOTIS. This Pamphilus, according to your tale, 
Seems a God-fearing and a modest youth. 
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PARMENO. ‘Methinks’, quoth he, ‘to publish my intent 
Were harmful to myself. To send her back, 
No fault alleged in her, were arrogant. 
This is my hope, that when she understands 
She cannot bed with me, she will herself 
Leave me i’ the end.’ 


PHILOTIS. What did he in the meantime? 
Resorted he to Bacchis ? 
PARMENO. Every day. 


But, as it goes, seeing him now another’s 
She grew capricious to him and unkind. 

PHILOTIS. Marry, no wonder! 

PARMENO. And this most of all 
Divorced him from his mistress, when he learned 
Her temper and his own, and that of her 
He had at home, judging the character 
Of both after their instance. For his wife, 

As is beseeming to a gentle nature, 

Bore all her husband’s hurts and injuries 
Modest and soberly, and covered up 

The scorns he put upon her. Till his heart 
By pity of his wife in part constrained, 

And partly by his mistress’ wrongs o’ercome, 
Little by little slipped away from Bacchis 
And changed his love to the other, since he found her 
A nature like his own. In the meantime 
There dies an ancient kinsman of our house 
In Imbros: his inheritance in law 

Reverts to them. Pamphilus, now in love, 

Is by his father pushed against his will 

To travel thither. He left his wife in charge 
To his mother: for his father hides himself 
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I’ the country and to Athens scarce resorts. 
pHILoTIs. What is there yet of the marriage not holding ? 
PARMENO. Nowyoushall hear. First, forsome many days, 

Matters went well between ’em. Then by whiles 

The girl began take Sostrata in hatred, 

In a strange manner; no dispute between ’em, 

Nor no complaining. 

PHILOTIS. What was the matter then? 
PARMENO. Each time Sostrata came to her for converse 

She straight avoided from her sight, refused 

To see her: lastly, suffering her no longer, 

She makes pretence her mother calls her home 

For some religious office, so departs. 

After some days we send to fetch her back: 

They answered some excuse. We send again: 

This time, no answer. When we send more often 

They feign the girl is sick. Then Sostrata 

Sets out to visit her: the door is barred. 

Our old man, learning of it, yesterday 

Came from the country on this count, and straight 

Met Philumena’s father. What they did between ’em 

I know not yet; but sure there is to fear 

How it shall end. You have heard all the matter. 

Now I'll about my business. 

PHILOTIS, And I too; 

For with a certain stranger I have appointed 

To meet him. 


PARMENO. God prosper your purposes. 
PHILOTIS. Fare you well! 
PARMENO, Fare you well, also, little one! 


[E'xeunt omnes. 
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ACT II 


Scene I, LACHES : SOSTRATA 
Enter Laches and Sostrata from their house 


LACHES. Heavens! What a tribe! What a conspiracy! 
How women are the same, yea, all that live, 
In their dislikings and desires. Not one 
Shall you find bating from her fellow’s temper, 
Not by a jot. So all mothers-in-law 
Will hate their daughters-in-law, as with one mind. 
So wives will cross their husbands with one will, 
All rooted in like purpose. Methinks they all 
Have learned their lesson in a single school 
Of malice. Ifsuch there be, my wife, for sure, 
Is mistress of it. 


SOSTRATA. Alas the day! I know not 
Why I am now accused. 
LACHES. You know not, ha? 


sosTRATA. No, as I hope salvation, as I pray 
We may spend our age together. 
LACHES. Heaven forbid! 
SOSTRATA. You do accuse me undeservedly; 
This you shall learn hereafter. 
LACHES. Must I learn? 
You, undeservedly ! What can I say 
Deserving of your deeds, who bring disgrace 
On me, your household and yourself, and sorrow 
Prepare for our son: moreover turn our neighbours 
From friends to enemies, when they had deemed him 
Worthy to trust their child to. You must rise up, 
You only, shameless bitch, to trouble all. 
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sosTRATA. I? 

LACHES. You, I say, woman! Doubtless you think me 
A block, not man. If I keep country haunts 
Suppose you that I know not how you live 
Here, every one? Much better do I know 
What happens here, than there where I am constant. 
With reason, since, as you shall be at home, 

I must be made a tale on to the world— 

Long since I heard Philumena had taken 

To hate you, nor great wonder. More were wonder 
Had she not done it. But that her hate should spread 
To all the house, I thought not. Had I known it, 
She should have stayed, and you gone out of doors. 
Mark now, how little I have deserved to get 

This grief from you. Complying to your needs, 

I made myself a slave to substance, went 

To dwell upon the farm, that our estate 

Might so support your idleness and spending. 

I spared not there to toil, more than my share, 

And much beyond my years—yet could you not 

In gratitude so order our affairs 

As not to grieve me! 


SOSTRATA. I swear the matter happened 
Not by my fault or my contriving. 
LACHES. Nay, 


In sooth it did. For you alone were here: 

O Sostrata, the fault sticks all to you. 

This to prevent deserved to be your care, 
Since from all other cares I had set you free. 
Had you no shame to enter on a quarrel, 
Winter with youthful spring? Or will you say 
The fault was hers ? 
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SOSTRATA. Husband, I say not so. 
LACHES. By heaven, I am glad of it, on our son’s account; 
For you can grow no worser, I am sure, 
By more offending. 
SOSTRATA. Husband dear, how know you 
She made not for this cause pretence to hate me, 
So she might company with her mother more? 
LACHES. How say you? Is not this of proof enough 
That yesterday none would admit you to her, 
When you did visit her ? 
SOSTRATA. Nay, but they said 
She was then much over-wearied. For that cause 
I was not let to her. 
LACHES. Methinks her malady 
Came from your manners and no cause beside. 
So you deserve. You all will have your sons 
Marry a wife: and so a match is made 
To please you. At your urging when they have married, 
Then at your urging they must drive her out. 


Scene IT. PHIDIPPUS : LACHES : SOSTRATA 


Enter Phidippus from his house speaking back to Philumena 
within 

pHIDIpPus. Philumena, though I know my lawful right 
To make you do my bidding, yet I’ll subdue 
My acts thus far to fatherly affection, 
To yield to you and not oppose your whim. 

LACHES. [Aside.] Here is Phidippus, opportunely met; 
I’ll know from him what all this business means. 
[Aloud.] Phidippus, while I know myself compliant 


To all my family, as no man more, 
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I have not pushed my easiness so far, 
Where it corrupts their minds. Did you the like, 
Better it were for your affairs and ours. 
Now, as I see, you are enslaved to them. 
pHipIppus. Ah, sooth! 
LACHES. I came about your daughter yesterday ; 
You sent me back no clearer than I came. 
You should not, if you wish this our alliance 
Be lasting, thus conceal your griefs. Declare it 
If we have aught offended. We'll correct it 
Either by refutation or excuse, 
Yourself the judge. But if your reason this 
For keeping her with you, that she is sick, 
Methinks, Phidippus, then you do me wrong, 
Fearing she’ll not be tended in my house 
With care enough. Nay, as I hope salvation, 
I’ll not concede this to you, though her father, 
That you than I do more desire her health. 
This for my son’s sake, who, I have perceived, 
Holds her as dearly as himself. Moreover 
*Tis plain I must believe he’ll take this ill 
If he shall learn it. Therefore I’d have her home 
Ere he returns. 
pHIpIppus. Laches, I know you for a careful man, 
And for a kindly, and am well convinced 
That all you say is as you say. You too 
I’d have believe me here. I do desire 
The girl return to you, if I can bring it 
In any way about. 
LACHES. What thing prevents you? 
Has she some blame against her husband ? 
PHIDIPPUS. Nay. 
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For when I pressed her more, and ’gan compel her 
Forcibly to return, she swears to me 

Most solemnly she cannot abide with you 

While Pamphilus is away. Others, mayhap, 

Have other faults, but I was born soft-hearted; 

I cannot cross my own. 


LACHES. Sostrata, mark! 
sosTRATA. Ah, pity of me! 
LACHES. Is it certain, this? 


PHIDIPPUS. Insooth, itseemsso. Would youaught of me? 
I needs must go to the Forum. 
LACHES. I’ll go along. 
[Exeunt Laches and Phidippus. 


Scene IIT. SOSTRATA 


SOSTRATA. Marry, indeed, we women all alike 
Are most unjustly hated of our husbands 
Because of few, whose acts do make us all 
Thought ill-deserving. So may Heaven preserve me, 
As Iam free from guilt in what my husband 
Accuses now. Yet to excuse myself 
Is difficult; their minds so firmly set 
All mothers-in-law are cruel—Sooth, not I! 
For never did I hold her otherwise 
Than if my womb had borne her. Nor can I tell 
How this shall turn for me; I can but wait,— 
Marry, I have good cause,—my son’s return. 
[Zxit Sostrata to her house. 
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ACT III 
Scene I, PAMPHILUS : PARMENO : (MYRRINA) 
Enter Pamphilus and Parmeno 


PAMPHILUS. No man, methinks, has plucked more bitter 
fruit 
Of love than I. Alack! Was it for this 
I was sparing of my life? For this desired 
So greatly to return? Rather I’d choose, 
Drag out my years in earth’s remotest end, 
Than here returning know my miseries. 
Since for us all, whose way with trouble’s crossed, 
The moment’s ease before we learn thereof 
Is so much profit. 
PARMENO. Yet, this way, you shall find 
An issue sooner from your griefs. Suppose 
You had not returned; these strifes had grown much 
greater. 
Now of your coming both shall have respect, 
Iam sure of it, Pamphilus. You shall take note 
O” the business, compose their anger, and again 
Bring them to favour. These things are but light 
Which you have set your mind to make so heavy. 
PAMPHILUS. Why comfort me? Is any man alive 
So miserable? Before I took a wife 
My heart was bonded to another love; 
Yet dared I not refuse her whom my father 
Thrust on me; here already, were | mum, 
My wretchedness is patent to the world. 
Scarce had I torn myself from my first mistress, 
And loosed the toils she’d tangled round my heart, 
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Scarce brought it to the new one;—Lo! new matter 

Arises straight to drag me from her side. 

Now from this business seems it I must find 

My mother or my wife in fault. What else 

Remains but wretchedness, if so I find? 

For duty bids me bear my mother’s wrongs: 

Yet am I most beholden to my wife, 

Who erstwhile schooled her temper to endure me 

And all my wrongs kept hid. Oh, Parmeno, 

There needs must be some weighty business here, 

To breed their quarrel which has lived so long. 
PARMENO. Not so, faith, neither: ’tis some slight matter; 

If you'll but follow here true reasoning, 

Great quarrels argue not great wrongs; for oft 

A matter is where one man will not chafe; 

For the same cause another, being wrathful, 

Becomes your enemy. For what slight harms 

Children among themselves engage in quarrel! 

Why ? Siace they have a mind that’s still infirm 

To govern them. These women are the same, 

Almost like children in light-mindedness. 

Perhaps a single word you shall discover 

Hath stirred this strife between them. 
PAMPHILUS. Parmeno, 

Go you within: tell them that I have come. 

[Noise within. 

PARMENO. Ha! What is that? 


PAMPHILUS. Hush! I can hear them hurrying 
And running to and forth. 

PARMENO. Come! To the door; 
Let me get closer—Didst thou hear? 

PAMPHILUS. Be silent; 


as 
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By Heaven, I heard a cry. 
PARMENO. Now you must talk; me you forbid! 
MyRRINA. [Within.] Hush, child, beseech you! 
PAMPHILUS. It seemed her mother’s voice. 
Death! 
PARMENO. How? 
PAMPHILUS. Misfortune! 
PARMENO. Why? 
PAMPHILUS. Oh! Parmeno, 
They hide some great calamity from me, 
For sure— 
PARMENO. ‘They said Philumena your wife 
Had fits o’ the horrors—Perchance that’s the matter. 
PAMPHILUS. Damnation! Why told you not this? 
PARMENO. Because 
I could not all at once. 
PAMPHILUS. What is her sickness? 
PARMENO. I| know not. 
PAMPHILUS. What! did none calla physician? 
PARMENO. I know not. 
PAMPHILUS. I'll not tarry, but go within 
And learn at once for certain what it is. 
In what wise shall I find you now afflicted, 
My own Philumena? Certain, if you lie 
In any danger, I with you must die! 
[Goes into Phidippus’ house. 
PARMENO. No need for me to follow him within; 
I know we all are hated in this house; 
Yesterday none would let in Sostrata. 
If by some chance the sickness grow to worse— 
I would it may not, for my master’s sake— 
They ’ll say straightway a slave of Sostrata’s 
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Entered the house, pretend he brought some charm 
Against their lives, whereby the sickness waxed. 

So shall my mistress come to blame, and I 

To mickle mischief. 


Scene IT, SOSTRATA : PARMENO : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Sostrata from Laches’ house 


sostRaTA. Alas! I heard some noise here just now: I am 
grievously afraid Philumena’s sickness grows heavier. 
I pray Aesculapius and his daughter, Health, that it be 
not so. Now I will go visit her. 

PARMENO. [Coming forward.| Ho, Sostrata! 

SOSTRATA. Ah! 

PARMENO. You shall be shut out from her again. 

SOSTRATA. Oh! Parmeno! Wert thou here? I am lost. 
Alas, what shall I do? Shall I not visit my son’s wife, 
when she lies here sick at my very door? 

PARMENO. Shall you not visit her? You shall not even 
send another to visit her. Them that love their haters 
I conclude to be doubly fools. They themselves take 
trouble in vain, and they are troublesome to others. 
Moreover your son went in, as soon as he came, to see 
what’s the matter. 

sOsTRATA. What say you? Has Pamphilus come? 

PARMENO. He has come. 

SOSTRATA. Thanks be to God! Oh! my spirit is restored 
to me by that word, and heaviness has gone out of my 
heart. 

PARMENO. For that reason now chiefly I would not have 
you go in here. For if Philumena’s pains be lightened a 
little, she shall tell him the whole matter straightway, | 

T2 
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am sure, being alone with him only; what it was came 
between you, and whence sprang the root of her anger. 
Look! I see him coming out. How sadly he seems! 
Enter Pamphilus from Phidippus’ house. 

SOSTRATA. O my son! 

PAMPHILUS. Save you, mother! 

SosTRATA. I rejoice you are safely back. Is it well with 
Philumena? 

PAMPHILUS. It is. . something better. 

SOSTRATA. God grant it so. Why then weep you? And 
why are you so sad? 

PAMPHILUS. It is well, mother. 

sostRatTa. What was the noise? Tell me! Did the pain 
take her of a sudden? 

PAMPHILUS. So it was. 

sosTRATA. What is her sickness ? 

PAMPHILUS. A fever. 

SOSTRATA. The intermittent fever? 

PAMPHILUS. So they say. Please you, mother, go home. 
I will follow you presently. 

SOSTRATA. So be it. [Exit Sostrata. 

PAMPHILUS. Do you, Parmeno, run to meet my men, aid 
them with their burdens. 

PARMENO. What! Know they not the way home of them- 
selves? 

PAMPHILUS. Do you tarry? [ Threatens him. 

[Exit Parmeno. 


Scene IIT, PAMPHILUS 


PAMPHILUS. ... I cannot for my matter 
Find fit beginning. Whence shall I start to tell 
What falls so strangely—things which partly seen 
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By mine own eyes—partly mine ears have heard— 

Sped me to stumble out more dead than live. 

When lately I rushed in I was all fearful 

To see my wife afflicted with some sickness, 

Much different from that I found, woe’s me. 

Soon as the maids beheld me, all cry out 

“He’s come’, in joy—this when they saw me first. 

Next moment I perceived their faces change, 

That chance had thrown my coming so untimely. 

One of them meanwhile runs in haste before 

To tell I’m here: and I, all eagerness 

To see my dear, pursue upon her heels. 

Once entered in her chamber, there straightway 

Alas! I knew her sickness what it was: 

The time allowed no interval to hide it, 

And she could but with inarticulate voice, 

That matched the thing that showed, cry her com- 
plaint. 

I when I saw it cried, ‘Oh! shame, Oh! shame’! 

And rushed out weeping, stricken to the heart 

By the unbelievable and cruel fact. 

Her mother follows; and as I passed the threshold, 

Fell at my knees in tears and piteous guise. 

I pitied—sure, methinks, this is the truth, 

*Tis circumstance that makes us proud or meek. 

Then she began this discourse, ‘Pamphilus, 

Thou seest now the cause she fled from thee. 

Some villain ravished her, when she was a maid, 

We know not who. So she fled here, to hide 

Her travail both from thee, and from all else.’ 

Woe’s me! I cannot keep my eyes from tears, 

When I remember how she spoke her tale. 
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‘Whatever chance’, quoth she, ‘hath brought thee here 
To us to-day, by that we conjure thee 

Both she and I, if law and conscience let, 

Keep her mishap in silence and in secret 

From all the world. If ever thou didst feel 

She held thee in affection in her heart, 

She prays thee now this service in return, 
Which without pains you may. As for the rest, 
Taking her back, do that which suits your need. 
That she gives birth and was not quick by you 
You only know; for that you lay with her 

They all shall say. She was but two months gone, 
This is the seventh month since she came to you; 
The matter shows you knowing it. Now, Pamphilus, 
This my first wish and labour, to conceal 

The childbirth from her father, and from all, 

If it is possible. If it cannot be 

But they must learn, I'll say she hath miscarried. 
No one, I wot, shall otherwise suspect, 

But all shall think the child is fairly yours, 

As likely seems. Straight it shall be exposed. 

To you no inconvenience comes herein, 

And you shall hide and cover up the wrong 

To my unhappy daughter grossly done’-— 

I promised it, and am resolved to keep 

The faith I gave them. But, to take her back, 
Methinks that no way with my honour fits, 

Nor will I do it, though her love and custom 
Hold me most grievously. Oh! I must weep 
When I think on my life that is to be, 

Alone! Ah, fortune, thou art never constant! 
But I am exercised to this mischance 
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By my first love, which by design before 

I put away: this P'll endeavour now. 

Lo! Parmeno with the slaves. There is least need 
He should be present here, since to him alone 

I did impart it that I touched her not, 

When she was given at first. If he shall hear 
How oft she cries, he’ll know she is in travail. 

I fear it; so must send him on some errand 


While Philumena bears. 


Scene IV. PARMENO : SOSIA : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Parmeno and Sosia, with other slaves 


PARMENO. Say you that your journey was of such dis- 
comfort? 

sosia. By God, Parmeno, words cannot tell what dis- 
comfort it is to go on a ship, in the very truth of the 
matter. 

PARMENO. Is it so? 

sosia. Happy man! Thou knowest not what evil thou 
hast missed, never having ventured thyself at sea. To 
pass by other miseries, mark this one only. For thirty 
days or more I was on shipboard, and in this time was 
always pitiably in expectation of death, such foul weather 
did we still encounter. 

PARMENO. A horrid business! 

sosia. Do I not know it? By God, at last, I had rather 
have run away than come back home, if 1 knew that I had 
to go back there. 

PARMENO. Truly, Sosia, they were slight reasons, 
formerly, that drove thee to do what thou threatenest 
now to do. But I see Pamphilus standing in the door- 
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way. Go youin. I will to him, if he wants aught of me. 
[Zo Pamphilus.| Master! Stand you still here? 

PAMPHILUS. Yea, and wait for you. 

PARMENO. What is it? 

PAMPHILUS. I need one to run to the Citadel. 

PARMENO. Who? 

PAMPHILUS. You. 

PARMENO. To the Citadel! Wherefore? 

PAMPHILUS. Meet with one, Callidemides, a stranger from 
Myconos, who made the voyage here with me. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] Misery! I swear he has taken an oath 
that, if he came safe home, he would burst me with 
running to and fro. 

PAMPHILUS. Why do you linger? 

PARMENO. What would you have me say to him? Am 
I to meet with him only? 

PAMPHILUS. Why say, that having appointed to meet him 
to-day, cannot; so let him not wait for me to no pur- 
pose. Fly! 

PARMENO. But I do not know the man’s favour. 

PAMPHILUS. But I will make you know it. Tall, ruddy, 
curly, gross, blue-eyed, of a corpse-like favour. 

PARMENO. [Aside.] The Gods confound him! [Aloud.] 
What if he come not ? Am to wait till nightfall? 

PAMPHILUS. Yea, wait! Run now. 

PARMENO. I cannot: I am so weary. 

[Exit Parmeno slowly. 

PAMPHILUS. He’s gone. Unhappy me! What shall Ido? 
I know not, I, how I may hide the matter 
Myrrina begged, her daughter’s child-bearing. 

Yet, since I pity her, I’ll do the best 


I can in’t with observance of my duty; 
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A parent must be served before my love. 
But lo! Phidippus and my father here; 
They come this way: I am perplexed how speak ’em. 


Scene V. LACHES : PHIDIPPUS : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Laches and Phidippus 


LACHES. Said you she told you 
She waited for my son this while? 
PHIDIPPUS. *Tis:so. 


LACHES. They say he’s come: let her return. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] I cannot tell what reason give my 
father 

Why Ill not take her back. 

LACHES. I heard a voice; who is it speaking there ? 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] | am resolved be durable in the path 
I have fixed to follow. 

LACHES. [Seeing Pamphilus, to Phidippus.| It is he of 
whom we spoke. 


PAMPHILUS. Save you, father! 
LACHES. Save you, my son! 
PHIDIPPUS. It is well, Pamphilus, 


That you have come, and also, which is chief, 
Come safe and sound. 

PAMPHILUS. I thank you. 

LACHES. Hast arrived 
But now? 

PAMPHILUS. But now. 

LACHES. Tell me, our cousin Phania, 
What left he? 

PAMPHILUS. Faith, indeed, he was a man 
Who while he lived followed his pleasure. They 
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That do so give small pleasure to their heirs, 
And for themselves leave but this epitaph, 
‘He lived well, while he lived.’ 


LACHES. So thou hast brought 
This maxim and naught else? 

PAMPHILUS. Though small his leaving, 
’Tis to the good. 

LACHES. Nay, rather to the bad; 


Since I would have him live and well again. 
pHipippus. [Aside.] That you may safely wish: he'll 


never rise 
Out of his grave—Yet I am very sure 
Which you would rather. 


LACHES. Her father here called Philumena to him 
But yesterday—| To Phidippus, poking him.]| Say that you 
ordered it. 

PHIDIPPUS. [Aside.] Poke me not. [Aloud.] Yea! I ordered 
if. 

LACHES. But now 
He’ll send her back. 

PHIDIPPUS. Surely. 

PAMPHILUS. I know the business, 
How it all fell: arriving now I heard it. 

LACHES. God sear the envious tongues that love to tell 
Such news as this! 

PAMPHILUS. [Zo Phidippus.| That I have ever striven 
Not to deserve scorn at your hands I know. 
If here and now I wished to memorize 
How faithful, kind, indulgent, I have been 
Towards your daughter, I could do it truly; 
But rather you should learn it from herself, 
For so you better shall believe my temper, 
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If she speak fair of me, though now at odds. 

Not by my fault, I call the Gods to witness, 

This breach began. But since she deems unfit 

To be yielding to my mother and endure 

Her ways in humbleness, and since in no wise 

Kindness can grow between them, thus, Phidippus, 

I must desert my mother or my wife. 

Now duty bids me choose my mother’s good. 
LACHES. Pamphilus, not unwelcome to my ears 

Your speech has fallen, since I understand 

You place a parent first. But, Pamphilus, 

See that your anger drive you not astray. 
PAMPHILUS. What anger, say, should drive me now to 

wrong her, 

Father ? She never did deserve of me 

Aught that I would not; oft deserved, I know, 

That which I would. My love and praise attend her, 

And my most dear desire, even as I found her 

Marvellously minded towards me. May she spend 

Her years to come—this is my wish and prayer— 

With one more fortunate than I, since fate 

Ravishes her from me. 


PHIDIPPUS. ’Tis in your hand 

That to prevent. 
LACHES. If you are rightly minded, 

Bid her return. 
PAMPHILUS. Not that my purpose, father: 

I will be servant to my mother’s ease. 

[Lxit Pamphilus. 
LacHES. Where go you? Stay! I say, boy, stay. Where 
go you? 


PHIDIPPUS. What stubbornness is this? 
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LACHES. Did I not say 
He’d take it ill, Phidippus, and therefore prayed you 
Send back your daughter. 
PHIDIPPUS. "Fore Heaven, I never dreamed 
He’d prove so barbarous. Does he suppose 
I'll be his suppliant now? Ifhe be willing 
Take his wife back so be it. If otherwise, 
Let him repay her dowry and go hang. 
LACHES. Lo now! You too wax wanton in your wrath. 
PHIDIPPUS. In a most froward spirit, Pamphilus, 
Thou hast returned! 


LACHES. This passion soon shall pass, 
Although there’s reason in it. 
PHIDIPPUS. Because your pockets 


Are swollen by some small inheritance 
Your minds are swollen too. 


LACHES. What! Will you quarrel 
With me as well? 
PHIDIPPUS. Let him deliberate, 


And send me word to-day, will he or no; 
An he'll not have her, then another shall. 
[Exit Phidippus. 
LACHES. Phidippus, stay! Hark buta minute.—He’s gone! 
What care I? Let them manage it after all 
Between ’em as they will, since neither he 
Nor yet my son attend to meat all 
And count my words but at a farthing’s worth. 
Pll bear this quarrel to my wife, who hatched it, 
And vent my spleen on her. 
[Zxit Laches, to his house. 
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Gaal Ve 
Scene I. MYRRINA : PHIDIPPUS 
Enter Myrrina from Phidippus house 


MYRRINA. I am lost! What shall I do? Where turn? 
What answer 
Make to my husband, alack? Meseems he heard 
The child’s voice crying out, for on a sudden, 
Without a word he rushed in to our daughter. 
Now if he learns that she’s been brought to bed, 
’Fore Heaven, I know not what excuse to give. 
For having hid it—There’s the door opening. 
I think he comes to me: I am undone. 
[Enter Phidippus from his house. 
pHIpIppus. My wife ran out 0’ doors, soon as she saw 
I went to our daughter. Sure, she’s here; I see her. 
What’s to say, Myrrina? Ho! I speak to you. 
MYRRINA. To me, husband? 
PHIDIPPUS. Am I your husband truly? 
Count you me husband, or so much as man? 
Why, woman, if you ever thought me either, 
I had not been made a mock of thus by your doings. 
MYRRINA. What doings? 
pHipippus. Ask you? Our daughter’s brought to bed. 
What! Are you silent? By whom? 
MYRRINA. A right fair question 
That, for a father! May I die! By whom 
Think you, forsooth, but him to whom you gave her 
In marriage? 
PHIDIPPUS. I believe it. To deem otherwise 
Were sure no father’s part. But much I marvel 
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What cause can be for which you so much wished 
Hide from us all her bearing—specially 
When she has borne it fairly and in season. 
Are you so set and stubborn in your mind, 
You'd rather choose the child to perish—though 
You knew the friendship of our families 
Should by it be more firmly knit hereafter— 
Than have her married with him, since that spites 
Your whim? Why! I have believed the fault 
Was theirs, and now I find it all in you. 

MYRRINA. I am most unhappy! 

PHIDIPPUS. Would I knew it so! 
But now I do remember what you spoke 
Once in the matter, when we took him first 
For son-in-law. You said you could not suffer 
Your child should marry one who loved a whore, 


And spent his nights abroad. 


MYRRINA. [Aside.] Let him suspect 
Any cause but the true one. 
PHIDIPPUS. Much earlier 


Than you I knew he had a mistress, Myrrina, 
But that I never deemed a crime in youth. 
’Tis bred in them all. Marry, the time will come 
He’ll hate himself for it. But you, as once 
You showed your mind, have kept it until now, 
Unchanging, to divide your daughter from him, 
Lest what I brought about should be confirmed. 
This business here proves how you’d have it done. 
myRRINA. Think you I am so stubborn, I, her mother, 
To be thus minded, if this wedlock were 
For our advantage: 3 
PHIDIPPUS. Canst thou be judge or prophet 
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What’s for our good? Hast heard one say, perchance, 


He saw him coming from his mistress’ house, 

Or going in—What then? If he did this, 

But seldom and discreetly, is it not reason 

Rather that we should wink our eyes thereat, 

Than take all pains our enemies should know it? 
Could he divorce himself so suddenly 

From her he had used so long, I would not hold him 
Man, nor sufficient stable in affection 


To husband my daughter. 


MYRRINA. Let him be, beseech you, 


And my offence, so called. Go, meet with him 

Alone, and ask, will he his wife, or no. 

If he say ‘yea’, restore her. If he will not, 

Then have I taken good counsel for mine own. 
PHIDIPPUS. If he in truth himself will none of her, 

And you, Myrrina, found that fault in him, 

I was there; by my counsel it had been meet 

This should be thought on. So I am hot in anger 

You dared to manage this without my bidding. 

Think not to send the child out of this house, 

I do forbid it—Nay, the more fool I 

To ask her do my bidding! I’ll go within 


And charge the slaves not let it be removed. 


[Exit Phidippus into his house. 


MYRRINA. Marry, I think no woman lives than I 
More to be pitied! How he shall bear the matter, 
If he shall learn the truth of it, is plain, 

By Heaven, too plain; since this, that lighter is, 
He bore with spirit so wroth. And yet of means 
Whereby to change his judgement I know none. 
In all my wretchedness this thing alone 
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Was left to cap it, that he should force me own 
A child whose father was we know not who. 
For when my daughter was compressed by force 
The night gave not to see his face that did it, 
Nor seized she aught of him, whereby hereafter 
His person could be told: but he himself, 
Leaving her, snatched by violence a ring 
She had upon her finger. 
Now too I fear that Pamphilus no longer 
Can hide it as we prayed him, when he learns 
Another’s child is owned as it were his. 

[Lit Myrrina into her house. 


Scene I], SOSTRATA : PAMPHILUS : (LACHES) 
Enter Sostrata and Pamphilus 


sosTRATA. My son, I know I am suspect to you 
Though carefully you hide it, that your wife 
Was by my manners driven from this house. 
Yet, as I hope salvation, as I pray 
To have those blessings of you I desire, 
I never knowingly committed aught 
Deserving she should take such hate of me. 
Before I deemed you loved me; and to that 
You have added strong belief; for now your father 
Told me within how you did place me first 
Above your love. I am resolved for that 
Now show you thanks, so you may know that duty 
Finds its reward with me. My Pamphilus, 
This I judge most convenient both for you 
And for my own good fame: I am resolved 
To leave this house, and with your father go 
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Into the country, that my presence here 
Hinder not, and there be no reason left 
Why your Philumena comes not back to you. 
ees Prithee, what plan is this? Will you let her 
folly 
So vanquish you, that you must shift your dwelling 
From town to country? This you shall not do; 
I will not suffer it, mother; nor that those 
Who’d speak us ill should say that this was done 
Not by your modesty but by my insistence. 
I will not have you so forsake your friends 
Your kinsfolk and your holidays for me. 
SOSTRATA. Marry, I get no pleasure of them now. 
While my years bore it I enjoyed enough, 
But now satiety of these delights 
Has hold of me. This now my chief concern, 
That none be hindered by my dragging years 
Or wait my death with prayers. Here I do see 
I am hated undeservedly. *Tis time 
I should give place. So doing, as I think, 
I best shall cut away all cause of quarrel 
From all; shall loose myself of this suspicion, 
And serve their humours. Let me, I beseech you, 
Flee this reproach, which i’ the common mouth 
Lies against women. 
PAMPHILUS. How happy in the rest, were one thing other- 
wise, 
T am, with such a mother, such a wife. 
sosTRATA. O Pamphilus, I beseech you, force your mind 
To suffer a single evil, being but one. 
If so all else is as you'd have it be, 
And as I think it, grant this grace to me, 
U 
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My son, to take her back. 

PAMPHILUS. Alas! Alas! 

SOSTRATA. So say I too. This business does me ill 
No less than you, my son. 


Scene IIT. LACHES : SOSTRATA : PAMPHILUS 
Enter Laches, who has been standing behind 


LACHES. Wife, as I stood removed, I heard the talk 
Thou heldest with our son. This is true wisdom 
To know to bend the mind this way or that 
As needs requires it—What must needs perchance 
Be done hereafter, freely now to do. 

SOSTRATA. Marry, may Fortune speed it! 

LACHES. Go you now 
Hence to the country: I'll bear with thee there 
And thou shalt bear with me. 

SOSTRATA. Good faith, I hope it. 

LACHES. Get thee within, and pack the things together 
Thou hast to carry with thee. Enough away! 


sosTRATA. I'll do your bidding. [Exit Sostrata. 

PAMPHILUS. Father! 

LACHES. Pamphilus! 
What would you? 

PAMPHILUS. Shall my mother leave this house ? 
It may not be. 

LACHES. Wherefore are you so wilful? 


PAMPHILUuS. Since I am still in doubt what shall I do 
Touching my wife. 

LACHES. What’s this? What would you do 
But take her back ? 

PAMPHILUS. Indeed. I do desire it. 
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And scarce refrain myself. But Pll not weaken 
My purpose, but will follow to the end 

What’s for our use. If I take her not back 
Methinks their hearts shall sooner come together, 
For sake of it. 

LACHES. That you know not: and truly 
Whether they shall concerns you not a whit, 
Your mother being gone. Our riper age 
Is troublesome to youth: it is but just 
We should give place. Nay, Pamphilus, after all 
We now are but the gaffer and the gammer, 

Like them i’ the play. But look Phidippus comes, 
In season: let us to him! 


Scene 1)’. PHIDIPPUS : LACHES : PAMPHILUS 


Enter Phidippus, from his house, speaking back to those 


within 


pHipippus. Marry, I am angered at you too, Philumena, 
And nota little: by God, you have done foully, 
Yet there ’s excuse for you?’ the thing: your mother 
Prompted you. But for her there’s none. 

LACHES. Phidippus, 
You show opportunely, in very season. 

pHipippus. What is it? 

PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] How shall I answer them? Or how 

disclose it? 

LACHES. Say to your daughter, Sostrata is purposed 
To leave this house and get her to the country, 
So let her have no dread of coming home. 

pHipippus. Nay, in this matter your wife was not in fault, 
’T was mine, ’twas Myrrina, began it all. 

U2 
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PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Here is a change about! 
pHIDIppuS. She’s the disturber of our peace, O Laches. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] So I take her not back, let who they 
will 
Be their disturber. 
pHipippus. [Zo Pamphilus.| Pamphilus, I desire that this 
alliance 
Between us may abide perpetual, 
If so may be. But if your judgement otherwise, 
Take you your child. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Death! He has learned of her bearing. 
LACHES. Your child! What child? 
PHIDIPPUS. We have a grandchild born. 
The girl was heavy when we took her from you; 
I never knew it till this very day. 
LACHES. Heaven save me, welcome news! I much rejoice 
The child is born, your daughter safe. But, say 
What sort of woman have you for a wife? 
How mannered ? to conceal it thus long from us! 
I may not speak my mind sufficiently 
How ill this thing was done. 
PHIDIPPUS. Not less displeasing 
To me such doing, Laches, than to you. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] E’en did I hesitate before, I can 
No longer, since she brings another’s child. 
LACHES. Pamphilus, now you can debate no longer. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] 1am undone! 
LACHES. Many times I have prayed to see this day, 
When you should have a son to call you father; 
Now it has come. | give Heaven thanks therefore. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] I am lost! 
LACHES. ‘lake your wife back; nay, cross me not, I say. 
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PAMPHILUS. Father, if she had willed to bear me children, 
Or to be married with me, I am sure 
She ne’er had hidden from me what I learn 
Now that she hid. Now, since her mind estranged 
I must perceive, nor deem agreement ever 
Shall grow henceforth between us, for what cause 
Should I take her back ? 
LACHES. She was a girl, and did 
After her mother’s counsel. Is it wonder? 
Think you that you can ever find a woman 
Quite free of fault? Is it that men sin not? 
PHIDIPPUS. Look to it, ye, Laches and Pamphilus, 
If ye will have her left, or sent back home. 
What my wife does, that lies not in my hand; 
From me you shall have hindrance neither way: 
But what’s to do with the child? 
LACHES. That’s a fool question! 
Happen what may, that you shall give, forsooth, 
Here to its father, to be reared as ours. 
PAMPHILUS. [Aside.] Its father hath forsook it: shall 
I rear it? 
LACHES. [Hearing the last words.| How say you? What! 
Shall we not rear it, Pamphilus? 
Pray you, are we to choose abandon it? 
What is this frenzy? Nay, in very sooth, 
I can hush no longer; for you force me speak 
Things that I would not in another’s hearing. 
Think you I am a stranger to your tears, 
Or to the cause that makes you troubled thus? 
First when you said this cause, that for your mother 
You could not keep this girl, your wife, at home, 
Your mother promised go and give her room. 
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Now, when you see even this excuse removed, 
You have lit on another, because the child 
Was born in secret from you. You mistake 

If you suppose I do not know your mind. 

So that you might at last yoke up your spirit 
To this, how long a time I gave before 

To let you love your mistress! What expense 
You squandered on her, which I bore with patience! 
I dealt and prayed with you to take a wife; 
Said it was time: You took her at my urging— 
And then obeying me you did your duty.— 
Now is your heart turned to your whore again: 
Yielding to her you do your wife this wrong, 
For I do see your life is fallen anew 

In the same wallow. 

PAMPHILUS. Mine! 

LACHES. Yes, yours I say. 
And you do wickedly; you falsely forge 
Causes of quarrel, that you may live with her, 
Having removed this witness from the way. 
Yea, and your wife perceived it: what cause else 
Had she to leave you? 


PHIDIPPUS. Here’s a true diviner! 
This is the reason. 

PAMPHILUS. I will take an oath 
None of these things are in me. 

LACHES. So! Take back 


Your wife, or tell us why it fits you not. 
PAMPHILUS. It is too early. 
LACHES. Take the child; for he 
At least is blameless: later I will consider 
Touching the mother. 
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I know not how to do; alack! my father 

Has hemmed me in with so much circumstance! 

Since I get little gain from being here, 

Pll leave them. They'll not dare to own the child 

Without my bidding: specially since here 

My mother-in-law shall be my ally. 

[Exit Pamphilus. 
LACHES. [To Pamphilus as he goes off.| Do you avoid? 
S’death! Shall I get no answer? 
[Zo Phidippus.| 1s he in his senses, think you? Let him 


O. 
Give me the child, Phidippus; I will rear it. 
PHIDIPPuS. Surely. I wonder not my wife was vexed 
At this. Women are bitter and endure not 
These matters easily. For this her wrath; 
She herself told me; I was loath to speak 
With you concerning it, while he was here, 
Nor did myself believe her at the first; 
But now ’tis open, for I see his mind 
Shrinks every way from marriage. 
LACHES. What’s to do now, Phidippus? What’s your 
counsel? 
pHipippus. What’s to do? First, I think, approach this 
harlot, 
Entreat, upbraid, and weightily at last 
Threaten her, if she deal with him hereafter. 
LACHES. As you advise I’Il do. [To a slave. 
Ho! boy there, run 
To Bacchis’ house, that neighbouring stands to ours; 
Bid her hither in my name. [Lo Phidippus. 
Pray you, continue 
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Help me in this. 
pHipippus. Indeed, I said whiles back, and, Laches, now 
I say the same: I would that this alliance 
Endure between us, if any way there be 
Whereby ’tis possible, as I hope there shall be. 
But would you have me in your company, 
When you encounter her? 
LACHES. Nay, rather go, 
Procure some nurse for the child. 


[Exit Phidippus. 


ACT V 
Scene [, BACCHIS : LACHES 
Enter Bacchis with two maids 


BACCHIS. It is not for nothing that Laches seeks a meeting 
with me to-day. Marry, unless I am far out, his purpose 
shall be what I suspect. 

LACHES. [Aside.] NowI must take heed,soasnot by reason 
of my anger to get less of her than I could otherwise; nor 
to do aught too much, which hereafter I should be better 
pleased to have done less. I willaccost her. Save you, 
Bacchis! 

BACCHIS. Save you, Laches! 

LACHES. Marry, Bacchis, I believe you may be in some 
wonder why I bade the boy fetch you here out of your 
house. 

BACCHIS. Marry, so, and I am even afeared, when I re- 
member what I am, lest the name of my trade hurt me. 
As for my manners I will defend them with ease. 

LACHES. Wench, if you speak truth, you are in no danger 
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from me. For my years are now such that it is not 
reasonable my faults should be pardoned: therefore with 
the more care I am circumspect in all things not to act 
unadvisedly. If you do or will do as an honest woman 
should, it were a sin heedlessly to offer you wrong you 
deserve not. 

BACCHIS. By ’r lady I shall owe you much thanks for that. 
I get little gain if one do me wrong and make excuse 
afterwards. But what’s your need? 

LACHES. You receive my son Pamphilus in your house. 

BACCHIS. Oh! 

LACHES. Let me speak. Before he married his wife I bore 
with your loves. [Bacchis makes to speak.| Stay. I have 
not yet said what I would. Now he has a wife. Do you 
seek some other, to be a more constant friend to you, 
while you have time to take thought. For he shall not 
have the same mind all his life,—marry, nor you the 
same years! 

BACCHIS. Who says this? 

LACHES. His mother-in-law. 

BAccHIS. ThatI...? 

LacHES. That you. And she hath taken away her 
daughter; and for this cause she would have done away 
secretly with the child that is born. 

BaccuHis. Laches, if I knew anything more holy than an 
oath, whereby I could confirm my credit with you, 
I would promise you thereby that since Pamphilus took 
a wife I have kept him out of my company. 

LACHES. Thou art a good wench. But knowest what 
I would rather have thee do, prithee? 

BACCHIS. What’s your will? Say. 

LACHES. That you go to the women within here and offer 
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them that same oath. Satisfy you their minds, and clear 
yourself of this accusation. 

Baccuis. I will do it. Marry, if it were another of my 
trade, I wot she would not do so, to show herself to 
a wedded wife for such a reason. But I am unwilling 
your son should be suspect in a lying report or that ye, 
who least ought, should think him lighter than he de- 
serves. For he has deserved of me that I should vantage 
him as far as I can. 

LACHES. Now by your speech] have been made your well- 
thinker and well-wisher. For it was not they only that 
thought this: I too believed it. Such as I have learnt you 
to be contrary to my conceiving, do you now continue 
to make yourself. Use my friendship as you will. If you 
do otherwise—I will bridle my tongue that you may 
hear nothing from me to vex you. But I give you this 
admonishment only, make your risk rather to find my 
quality and ability as a friend than as an enemy. 


Scene IT, PHIDIPPUS : LACHES : BACCHIS 
Enter Phidippus, with a nurse 


PHIDIPPUS. [Zo nurse.] I will not suffer you to lack for 
anything in my house. What you need shall be supplied 
to you bountifully. But when you are full of meat and 
drink, see that the child be full also. 

LACHES. Look! Our father-in-law comes: he brings a 
nurse for the child. Phidippus, Bacchis swears an oath 
by all that is holy... 

PHIDIPPuS. Is this she? 

LACHES. This is she. 
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pHipippus. Marry, this sort fear not the Gods: nor do 
I think that the Gods regard them. 

BACCHIS. I surrender you my hand-maids. Examine them 
by what torture you will, for me. This is the business 
we have now in hand: I must make Pamphilus return to 
his wife. If I accomplish this, I shall not be sorry to have 
the name of having done, I alone, that which other 
courtesans ever avoid to do. 

LACHES. Phidippus, we have found in the fact of the 
matter that our wives were falsely suspected by us. Now 
next let us try this woman. For if your wife learn that 
she trusted but to calumny, she shall dismiss her anger. 
If on the other hand this is the reason why my son is 
enraged, because his wife gave birth in secret, it is a 
slight matter: that rage shall quickly depart from him. 
Ofa surety there is no ill in this business which deserves 
a divorcement. 

PHIDIPPUS. By God, I wish it may be so. 

LACHES. Inquire of her: she is here: she shall satisfy you 
herself. 

pHipippus. Why this talk to me, Laches? Did you not 
hear from me yourself awhile back how I was minded 
in the matter? Do ye but satisfy the women. 

LACHES. Prithee, Bacchis, for God’s sake keep that you 
did promise me. 

BACCHIS. For this must I go into the house? 

LACHES. Yea, and so satisfy their minds: compel them to 
believe you. 

Baccus. I go—though, marry, I know the sight of me 
will be hateful to them this day—for a wife, when she is 
sundered from her husband, is sworn enemy to a light-o- 
love. 
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LACHES. Nay, they shall be your friends, when they learn 
on what errand you come. 

pHipippus. Nay, I too promise they shall be friends to 
you, when they know the matter: for you shall at the 
same time free them from mistake and yourself from 
suspicion. 

BAcCHIS. Alack! I am ashamed before Philumena. [To 
her maids.| Follow me in both of you. [Exit Bacchis 
into the house with her maids.| 

LACHES. Rather than aught I’d have this happen to me, 
That now I see to her.—Thanks without spending, 

The while she does me service. If it be true 
She hath divorced Pamphilus from her side, 
She knows therefrom she shall get much renown, 
Substance, and glory: she’ll repay his favour, 
And by the same act bind us for her friends. 
[Axeunt Laches and Phidippus. 


Scene IIT, PARMENO : BACCHIS 
Enter Parmeno from the town 


PARMENO. ’Fore Heaven, my master sets a small price on 
my pains. He hath sent me on a vain errand for nothing 
at all, where I sat idle all day, waiting in the citadel for 
Callidemides, his friend from Myconus. So, as I sit 
there like a fool, as one came I would accost him: 
“Young sir, tell me, prithee, art from Myconus?’ ‘Nay!’ 
‘Art Callidemides?’ ‘Nay’—‘Hast any friend here named 
Pamphilus?’ All denied it. Methinks there is no such 
man. At last, i’ faith I grew ashamed and came away. 
But why do I see Bacchis coming out from our neigh- 
bour’s? What is her business here ? 
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BACCHIS. Parmeno, well met! Run quickly to Pamphilus. 

PARMENO. Why to him? 

BACCHIS. Say that I beg him come. 

PARMENO. ‘l'o you? 

BACCHIS. Nay, to Philumena. 

PARMENO. What’s the matter? 

BACCHIS. Stop questioning of that which concerns you not. 

PARMENO. Shall I say nothing else? 

BACCHIS. Yea, this more, that Myrrina hath recognized 
the ring he once gave me, for her daughter’s. 

PARMENO. I understand. Is that all? 

BACCHIS. It is all. He will be here straightway when he 
hears this of you. Do you loiter? 

PARMENO. Loiter!—not I, in sooth. To-day I am given 
no leave to loiter. I have spent it all on my legs, in 
walking and running to and fro. 

[Zit Parmeno. 

BACCHIS. What gladness I have got for Pamphilus 
By coming here to-day! what blessings brought! 

What cares removed! I give him back his son 
That near had perished by these women’s work, 
And by his own: his wife I have restored, 

Whom he did never think to have again; 

And freed him from the blame, for which Phidippus 
And his own father sourly looked at him. 

This ring, this happy ring, was the beginning 
For all to be discovered. I remember 

Some ten months back, at nightfall how he came, 
All breathless, running to my house, alone, 

All full of wine, and brought the ring with him. 

I was afraid. ‘Dear Pamphilus,’ quoth I, 

‘For Heaven’s love, beseech you, why aghast? 
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Feigned to make busy otherwise. When I saw it, 
I ’gan suspect the more, and press him tell. 

Then he did make confession, on the road 

He took some girl and ravished her by force, 
And while she struggled from her seized the ring. 
This, on my finger as I had it now, 

Myrrina knew, and asked me whence it came: 

I tell the story: thence the fact was patent 

That *twas by him Philumena was deflowered, 
And thus this child was born. How I am glad 
This happiness befalls them by my means! 
Though others of our calling would not so; 
Since that a lover should be glad in wedlock 

Is not for our affair. But, Heaven defend me, 

Pll never bring my soul for love of gain 

To villainy. While I could have him freely 

I found him courteous, pleasant, liberal. 

His marriage vexed me, I confess it so. 

Marry, I think that now I have so done, 

That I deserved not vexing. Still, tis fair 

From whom we had much good some ill to bear. 


Scene [V. PAMPHILUS : PARMENO : BACCHIS 


Enter Pamphilus and Parmeno; Bacchis standing 
aside at first 


PAMPHILUS. Look to it again, Parmeno, good fellow, 
I prithee, that this news you bring me be true and clear, 
lest you throw me for a moment only into the enjoyment 
of false delight. 

PARMENO. I have looked. 
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PAMPHILUS. For sure? 

PARMENO. For sure. 

PAMPHILUS. I am in heaven, if it be so! 

PARMENO. You shall find it true. 

PAMPHILUS. Wait a moment, prithee. I fear I may believe 
one thing while you tell another. 

PARMENO. I wait your pleasure. 

PAMPHILUS. I think this was your tale, that Myrrina found 
that Bacchis had her ring? 

PARMENO. So it was. 

PAMPHILUS. The ring which I formerly gave her; and she 
bade you carry this news to me. Was it so? 

PARMENO. So, I tell you. 

PAMPHILUS. Who is more happy than I, more filled with 
grace to the brim? How shall I reward thee for this 
news? How? How? [know not. 

PARMENO. But I know. 

PAMPHILUS. With what? 

PARMENO. Why, with nothing—for I see not what good 
you get of the news or of me. 

PAMPHILUS. Shall I let you leave me without reward, who 
have restored me to the sunlight from death and hell? 
Oh! you think me too dull-blooded! But, look, I see 
Bacchis standing in the doorway: I think she waits for 
me: I will to her. 

BACCHIS. Save you, Pamphilus! 

PAMPHILUS. O Bacchis, my Bacchis, my saviour! 

Baccuis. All is well and I am heartily glad of it. 

PAMPHILUS. You make me believe it by your works. So! 
You keep your graces as of old! So there is ever delight 
in your encounter, your converse, and your coming, 
wherever you come— 
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BAccHIS. Marry, and you too keep your old custom and 
temper, that you are more smooth-spoken than any man 
alive. 

PAMPHILUS. Ha! Ha! Will you so to me? 

BACCHIS. Pamphilus, you did well in loving your wife, 
for till this day I had never that I know of seen her with 
my eyes: she seemed to me most gentle. 

PAMPHILUS. Speak sooth! 

Baccuis. As I hope to be saved, Pamphilus. 

PAMPHILUS. ‘Tell me, hast said aught of these matters yet 
to my father? 

BACCHIS. Not a word. 

PAMPHILUS. Nor is there need even to whisper. It were 
better not done as in the comedies, where every one 
knows everything. Here they know who it was right 
should learn: they who have not the right shall neither 
learn nor know. 

BACCHIS. Yea, and I will give you further reason to be- 
lieve that the matter can easily be hid. Myrrina has said 
to Phidippus that she gave credit to my oath and that 
therefore you are excused to her. 

PAMPHILUS. It is very well, and I hope it shall turn out as 
we wish. 

PARMENO. Master, may I know of you to-day, what is the 
good thing that I have done? Or what is it that you two 
speak of 

PAMPHILUS. You may not. 


PARMENO. Yet I suspect—‘from death and hell’—how did 
| ae 
PAMPHILUS. Parmeno, you know not how great service 


you have done me to-day, and out of what tribulation 
you have brought me. 
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PARMENO. Nay, verily, I know. IJ did it not unwittingly. 
PAMPHILUS. I am well sure of it. 
PARMENO. Would Parmeno be so careless, as to leave un- 
done what needed to do? 
PAMPHILUS. Follow me in, Parmeno. 
[Exit Pamphilus into Phidippus’s house. 
PARMENO. I follow. For my part I have done more good 
to-day without knowing it, than ever I did before 
knowingly. 


CANTOR. Your hands! 
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DHE BROUHERS 


MICIO 
DEMEA 
HEGIO 
AESCHINUS 
CTESIPHO 


SANNIO 
SYRUS 
GETA 
PARMENO 
DROMO 


STEPHANIO 


SOSTRATA 
CANTHARA 
PAMPHILA 


BACCHIS 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


An old gentleman of Athens. 

Brother to Micio, living in the country. 

An old poor gentleman of Athens. 

Elder son to Demea, adopted by Micio. 

Younger son to Demea, brother to 
Aeschinus. 

A bawd. 

Slave to Micio, servant to Aeschinus. 

A slave, servant to Sostrata. 

A slave, servant to Aeschinus. 


} staves to Micio. 


An old lady of Athens. 

An old woman, servant to Sostrata. 

Daughter to Sostrata, beloved by 
Aeschinus. 


A lute-girl, beloved by Ctesipho. 


The scene is laid in a public place in Athens; on the one 
side stands Micio’s house, with the house of Sostrata 
next door to it. 


PROLOGUE 


SINCE we have learned that men of evil mind 
Spy on our work, and that our enemies 

This play we now shall act in fault do find, 

We for ourselves will be the witnesses; 

Ye shall be judges, if to praise or blame 

What we have done should turn. A play there is 
Of Diphilus, ‘Brothers in Death’ its name, 

And Plautus took both name and play for his. 
There’s in the Greek a youth that steals a slut, 
I’ the first act, from a bawd. When Plautus writ 
He left this scene aside. We took it and put 

In “The Brothers’, word for word translating it. 
That’s the new play we give. Do ye decide 
Whether you'll think that we have stolen aught, 
Or but recovered what was thrown aside, 

In negligence, by others when they wrought. 
Now for this tale which our ill-wishers spread, 
That certain noble men holp write our plays, 
What they suppose for great reproach is said 
We take for honour and extreme of praise, 

If we please them who please you all indeed, 
And to the State are pleasing; men whose pain 
In war, in peace, in business, each at need 

Has asked and got, bestowed without disdain. 
Expect not that our plot we here should tell; 
The elders who come first shall part indite, 

Part shall be shown in action. Listen well, 

And nourish thus the poet’s zeal to write. 


V 


AGT] 
Scene I. MICcIO. 


Enter Micio, calling 
micio. Storax! 
Aeschinus is not back from last night’s revel, 
Nor any of the slaves that went to fetch him. 
Sooth, it is truly said; if you’re from home 
And tarry late, much better should befall you 
That which an angry wife says or imagines, 
Than that which loving parents do suppose. 
If you are late a wife will think you love 
Or let yourself be loved; or that you tipple 
To your soul’s comfort, and fare well alone 
Whilst she fares ill at home. But I now, look you, 
What things I image, with what thoughts am troubled 
Because my son’s not back! That he’s caught cold, 
Has fallen somewhere, or has broke a limb. 
Oh! that a man should set an idol up 
In his own heart, and make it dearer to him 
Than he is to himself! And yet this boy 
None of my getting, but my brother’s is, 
Who, since our boyhood, bent him still in ways 
To mine most stranger. I have followed this, 
The kindly life of cities, sought mine ease; 
I never had that great—so others say— 
Blessing, a wife. He, opposite in all, 
Dwelled in the country, ever kept himself 
Hardly and sparingly; married a wife; 
Begot two sons; whereof I took to me 
This one the elder, reared him from a child, 
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And held and loved him as he were my own; 

In him my sole affection and delight. 

That he be likewise minded me towards 

I sedulously strive: for this I give, 

For this forgive, nor hold it necessary 

To deal in all things as my right allows. 

Nay more, what other sons in secret from 

Their fathers do, such pranks as youth imports, 
I have accustomed mine not hide from me. 
Who with his father ’gins to cheat and lie, 
Daring with him shall dare it with the rest. 

Not fear, methinks, should curb a gentle son 
But the respect of shame and gentle thoughts. 
This doctrine fits not with my brother’s mind; 
It likes him not: often he comes to me 

In clamour ‘How now, Micio! Wherefore bring 
The boy to ruin? Wherefore should he whore? 
Wherefore be drunken? Why to such expense 
Minister you supply? Wherefore indulge him 
In over-rich apparel? You are too soft!’ 

My judgement is, he is himself too hard, 

More than is right or good, and much mistakes 
Thinking a rule more strongly ’stablished which 


By force proceeds than that which kindness knits. 


This is my reckoning; thus I guide my mind, 
He that his duty does compelled by pain 
Only so long bewares as he believes 

His actions shall be known; let him but hope 
They shall be hid, back runs he to his bent. 
He that you yoke by kindness does not so, 
But from his heart, and studies to repay 

Like good with like, seen or unseen the same. 


Acti 
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This is a father’s office, to make his son 
Customed and voluntary in virtuous deeds, 

Not through another’s fear: herein the difference 
*Twixt son and slave. Who fails in this must own 
He can o’er strangers rule, not o’er his own. 

But lo! my brother yon, of whom I spoke. 

*Tis he, for sure; and somewhat sad in seeming: 
Methinks he will be railing, as is his wont. 
Demea! Good hap, that you are safe arrived! 


Scene IT, DEMEA : MICIO 
Enter Demea 


DEMEA. Well met! I have looked for you. 
MICIO. Why are you sad? 
DEMEA. Why amI sad? Do you ask, when Aeschinus 
Is with us? 
micio. [Aside.] Said I not so? [Zo Demea.] What has he 
done? 
DEMEA. What has he done? He has.no fear, no shame, 
Thinks no law binds him. What he has done before 


I pass: but now what handiwork! 


MICIO. What’s that ? 
DEMEA. Hath broke down doors and forced a stranger’s 
house; 


The master and his household beat with blows 
Almost to death; ravished away a woman, 

One that he loved. The people all cry out 

On this most shameful act. As I came hither 
How many told me! *Tis in the common mouth. 
What! If he wants example, sees he not 

His brother given all to business, sober 
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And frugal on the farm? No deeds like this! 
This when I say for him, I say for you, 
Micio, as well: ’tis you that suffer him 
Be thus debauched. 
MICIO. There’s nothing more unjust 
Than inexperience, which holds nothing right, 
But what itself has done. 
DEMEA. What is your drift? 
micio. This, that you, Demea, judge unfairly here. 
It is no crime, believe me, that a youth 
Wenches and drinks. I say it is not: No! 
Nor if he break a door. Nor you nor I 
Did this. Our poverty allowed us not. 
Will you now praise yourself for that you practised 
Through want of means? That is rank injustice, 
Since we had done it, had we had the means. 
And you would let your son to do it too, 
Were you right man, while with his years it fits,— 
Rather than, when he’s bundled out o’doors 
Your long expected corpse, then, then at last, 
Play pranks to shame his age.— 
DEMEA. Great God in heaven! 
Man, will you drive me mad? Is it no crime 
Do thus, because he’s young ? 
MICIO. List to me, now; 
Deafen me not again with this same matter. 
You gave your son to me to be adopted: 
He is made mine. If he sin, Demea, 
’Gainst me he sins: I bear the greatest part. 
Doth ’a feast? Doth drink? Anoint ’a self with per- 
fumes ? 
He does it of my substance. Doth go a-wenching? 
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[ll pay for’t while it suits my ease: when not, 

Haply his wench will put him out o’doors. 

Say he hath broke a door; it shall be mended: 

Hath torn a coat; it shall be stitched. Thank Heaven, 
There’s that to pay his faults with, and till now 
They vex me not. Now finish; let me be; 

Or take what arbiter you will, I’ll show 

Your sin in this more grave than mine. 


DEMEA. Alack! 
You should a father’s feelings learn from others 
Who know them truly. 

MICIO. You his father are 
In nature; I by reason. 

DEMEA. Reason you 
At all in this? 

MICIO. Oh! If you must continue 
I will be gone. 

DEMEA. Will you do so? 

MICIO. What! Must I 


Listen so often, always on the same? 

DEMEA. I care! 

MICIO. And I care too. But, Demea, 
Let’s make a right division of our care— 
You to the one and I will look to t’other— 
For if you care for both, that nearly comes 
To asking back him whom you gave. 


DEMEA. Oh! Micio! 
micio. I think it so. 
DEMEA. How then? If so it please you, 


Let him spend all, waste all, go all to hell! 
I am not touched. Now if one single word 
I say hereafter... 
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MICIO. Demea, you are angry 
Again... 
DEMEA. Should you not think so? What! do I ask 


Him back thatI gave? ’Tis ill! ’tis very ill! 

Iam no stranger! ifIbalk you! Well, 

Isay no more. You bid me care for one: 

Ill do it: Heaven be thanked, I have one, and 

Such as I would. That other one of yours 

Shall later know—but I’ll not speak of him 

Harsher than that. [Exit Demea. 
micio. There’s somewhat in his words and yet not all. 

Yet am I something vexed by this, but would not 

Show him I ill endure it. He is such a man: 

When I’d appease him I must cross his mood 

And talk him down. Even so he is not gentle. 

But should I feed his wrath, nay even fan it, 

We should run mad together. Aeschinus 

Does us some wrong in this. Is there a baggage 

I’ the town but he has loved her? Is there one 

But she hath loosed his purse-strings? Lately now, 

Tiring at last of all, as I suppose, 

He said he’d take a wife, and I rejoiced, 

Hoping hot youth by now had simmered down. 

But lo! it boils afresh. Pd meet with him 

To know the truth o’ the matter—if perchance 

He’s in the market-place... [Lxit Micio 
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PSAP 
Scene I. SANNIO : AESCHINUS : PARMENO : BACCHIS 


Enter Aeschinus and Parmeno, with Bacchis. Sannio follows 
behind with bystanders 


SANNIO. Good people all, help, I beseech you, help an un- 
fortunate that has done no wrong! Succour a poor man! 
AESCHINUS. [To Bacchis.| Easy now, stay where you are. 
Why look you backwards? There is no danger. He shall 
never touch you while I am here. ; 
sANNIO. | will have her despite you all. 

AESCHINUS. Though he be a villain, he will never adven- 
ture himself to get a second beating. 

SANNIO. Aeschinus! listen! That you may not say you 
knew not my character: lama bawd... 

AESCHINUS. I know it. 

SANNIO. But, being bawd, am of the best credit that ever 
bawd was. If you shall excuse yourself hereafter that you 
intended it not in doing me this wrong, I will not give 
that much! Believe me I will prosecute my right. You 
shall never pay with words for the ill you have done me. 
I know your fashions—thus; ‘I meant not to do it’: 
‘T will make affidavit that you deserved not this wrong’— 
when I have been served with that I deserved not. 

AgscHINuS. [Zo Parmeno.] Go before us, be brisk, and 
open the doors. 

sANNIO. How! do you weigh my words as naught? 

AEscHinus. [Zo Bacchis.] Get you within now. 

SANNIO. Nay, I will not let her. 

AEscHINuUS. Come hither, Parmeno, you are too far away 
there. Stand here, next this fellow. Look! so I would 
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have you. See now, take not your eyes from mine at all: 
if I nod, stay not an instant, but stick your fist forthwith 
in his jaw. 

sANNIO. So! I will make trial of that same. [Seizes Bacchis.] 

AgscHINUS. Now then, watch! 

PARMENO. [Zo Sannio.| Let go of the girl! [Strikes him.] 

SANNIO. Oh! foul deed! 

AESCHINUS. It shall have a brother, if you take not heed. 

[Parmeno strikes Sannio again.| 
sANNIO. O! For pity’s sake! 

AESCHINUS. I had not nodded; nevertheless, mistake me 
more in this way than in the other. [Zo Bacchis.] Go 
now! [Bacchis goes in.] 

SANNIO. What business is this? Are you King here, 
Aeschinus ? 

AESCHINUS. An I were, you should be decorated for yout 
virtues. 

sANNIO. What business have you with me? 

AESCHINUS. None. 

sANNIO. How! know you wholam?... 

AESCHINUS. I desire not to know. 

SANNIO. Have I touched aught of yours? 

AESCHINUS. If you had touched, this were an ill day fox 
you. 

SANNIO. What greater warrant have you to hold my 
woman, for whom I paid my monies? Answer me! 

AESCHINUS. You were better not make your brawlings 
here in front of the house. If you will go on to vex us. 
you shall presently be thrust indoors and there get suck 
a garnishment of whips that you shall die. 

sANNIO. Whips! To a free man! 

AESCHINUS. Aye, so it shall be. 
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sANNIO. QO, filthy fellow! Proclaim they not that in this 
city all free men are equal ? 

AESCHINUS. Now, bawd, listen, an you will, if you have 
played the sot long enough. 

SANNIO. Have I played the sot then, or you with me? 

AESCHINUS. Pass that and come back to the matter. 

SANNIO. What matter? To what shall I come back? 

AESCHINUS. Will you have me talk now of that which per- 
tains to your trade? 

SANNIO. Willingly, so it be a fair bargain. 

AESCHINUS. Lo! The bawd desires of me a fair bargain! 

SANNIO. I confess I am a bawd, the common bane of 
youth, a breaker of oaths, a pestilence. Nevertheless you 
have received no wrong at my hands. 

AESCHINUS. By God, it lacks only that. 

SANNIO. Prithee, Aeschinus, come back where you began. 

AESCHINUS. You bought the girl for twenty minae—a 
murrain on you with it—We will give you the same 
money. 

saNnio. What if I will not sell her to you? Will you force 
me? 

AESCHINUS. Nay! By no means. 

SANNIO. I feared you would. 

AgscHINus. Nor do I think she can be sold, being a free 
woman. For I will claim her in an action of freedom by 
the laying on of hands. Now look which you will, to 
take the money, or to consider your pleading. Chew on 
this, bawd, till I return. 

[Exit Aeschinus into Micio’s house. 

SANNIO. By the Lord Jupiter, I little wonder at them that 
go mad under their wrongs. He hath pulled me from my 
house and beaten me. He hath taken away my woman 
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against my will. In return for these injuries he asks she 
be given him at the price I bought her. Pity o’ me! 
I have bruises of him more than twenty score.—Yet, be 
it so, since his deservings are great! He asks but his 
right! Come, I now desire it, ifonly he bring me themoney. 
But I prophesy this; when I have said I will give her for 
so much, he will straight bring witnesses that I have sold 
her: as for the money—a dream.—‘Anon!’ ‘Come back 
to-morrow.’ Even thatI can endure, wrong though it be, 
if only he pay at last. But this is the matter of it, in my 
cogitation: when you undertake this traffic you shall 
have to receive without murmuring all manner of wrongs 
from the youth. But to pay—none! It is mere vanity 
that I make these reckonings with myself. 


Scene IT. sYRUS : SANNIO 
Enter Syrus 


syrus. [Zo Aeschinus within.| Hush! I will meet the man 
now. I willso work it that he shall take the money will- 
ingly, and moreover shall bless himself of the bargain. 
[Zo Sannio.] What is this, Sannio, that I hear of you, 
that you have had some set-to with my master? 

SANNIO. I never saw set-to more iniquitously matched 
than was between us to-day. We were both in the end 
worn out, he with beating, I with being beaten. 

syrus. The fault was yours. 

sANNIO. What was I to do? 

syrus. You should have complied with the boy’s humour. 

SANNIO. How could] more? To-day I have turned both 
cheeks to him. 

syRus. Come! You know what I speak of. To scorn a 
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gain in season sometimes makes most profit. Lo now! 
if you had abated something of your right and 
humoured the boy, wert afraid, O most foolish of fools, 
that it would not come back to thee with usury ? 

SANNIO. For my part, I pay no money for hope. 

syrus. You shall never make fortune. Go to, Sannio, you 
know not how to take men in your net. 

SANNIO. It may be your way is better. But I was never so 
nimble-witted but that I would rather choose to take 
what I could in the present. 

syrus. Come I know your mind. As if twenty minae 
were aught to you, so long as you oblige him. Moreover 
they say that you set out for Cyprus. 

sANNIO. Ah! 

syrus. That you have bought much gear in this place, 
intending to carry it thither, and have hired a ship. 
I know your mind hangs all on this. Nevertheless, when 
you are returned thence, I hope you will deal with us. 

sannio. I budge nowhere. [Aside.] By God, I am un- 
done. This was their hope when they began this business. 

syrus. [Aside.] He is afraid! I have thrown a scruple in 
him. 

sANNIO. [Aside.] O villains! Look you now how he has 
caught me on the hip. I have bought divers women 
from here and other matters also, which I carry to 
Cyprus. Unless I come there to the market my loss is 
very great. If now I leave this business,—I shall plead 
a dead suit when I return. It is naught: the case will be 
cold: ‘Come you after all this while?’ “For what reason 
did you suffer it?’ ‘Where were you?’—So that it were 
better make a loss than stay here now so long, or pursue 
it later. 

iY: 
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syrus. Have you finished your reckoning, how much 
gain you think to get? 

sannio. Is this worthy of him? Should Aeschinus under- 
take so? Would he ask to steal the girl by putting a force 
on me? 

syrus. [Aside.] He is slipping: I have one more shot. 
[Aloud.| See if this please you, Sannio. Rather than you 
should come in danger of keeping or losing all, make it a 
half. He will scrape together ten minae from somewhere. 

SANNIO. Woe is me! Shall I not have barely my princi- 
pal? Hath he no shame? He hath loosened all my teeth. 
Moreover my whole head is one swelling of bruises. 
Shall he cheat me besides? I will stay at home. 

syrus. As you will. Would you anything of me ereI go? 

sANNIO. Yea, by God, Syrus, this, prithee. Howsoever it 
hath been done, rather than I should pursue a law-suit 
let my own at least be returned to me, the price I bought 
her at. _I know that hitherto you have not used my friend- 
ship: now you shall call me both remembering and 
thankful. 

syrus. I will be diligent in doing. But I see Ctesipho: he 
is all agog over his mistress! 

SANNIO. How of that which I ask you? 

syrus. Wait a little while. 


Scene III. CTESIPHO : SANNIO : SYRUS 
Enter Ctesipho 
CTESIPHO. One may be glad to take a kindness, when one 
needs it, from any man, be it who may. But truly and in- 


deed it is most pleasing if the service comes from him 
that should serve you. O brother, brother, how can I 
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praise you now! This I am well sure of, I shall never 
speak so superlatively but that your merit shall surpass 
it. So now I esteem myself to excel all men in this 
particular possession; a brother, than whom no man is 
chiefer in the chiefest arts. 

syrus. Ctesipho ! 

CTESIPHO. Syrus! where is Aeschinus? 

syrus. There; he waits for you in the house. 

CTESIPHO. Oh! 

syrus. What is it? 

cTESIPHO. What is it? By his doing, Syrus, I now live. 
Blessing be on his head! Hath he not put all else behind 
for my convenience? He hath taken on his shoulders 
curses, ill-fame, the toil and the offence that were mine. 
He could do no more. Did the door open? 

syRus. Stay, stay! It is he that comes out. 


Scene JV. AESCHINUS : CTESIPHO : SYRUS : SANNIO 
Enter Aeschinus 


AESCHINUS. Where is that grave-robber ? 

SANNIO. He means me! Brings he aught with him? Pest! 
I see nothing. 

AESCHINUS. [ToCtesipho.] Lo you! Well met: I looked 
for you. How goes it, Ctesipho? All is safe. Sooth, put 
off your melancholy. 

cTEsIPHO. In sooth and in faith I may put it off, since I 
have you for a brother. Oh, my Aeschinus, mine own 
true brother! Ah! I fear to praise you more to your 
face, lest you think I do it more for flattery than for 
gratitude. 

AESCHINUS. Go to! Foolish boy!—As if we knew not one 

$2) 
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another by now. This I am sorry for, that I learned 

almost too late and the matter had all but come to a pass 

where none could help you, though all desired. 
cTESIPHO. I was ashamed. 

AESCHINUS. That was not shame but folly. That for so 
small a matter you should near be driven abroad! A foul 
thing to speak of! Heaven forbid such happening. 

CTESIPHO. I was in fault. 

AESCHINUS. [Zo Syrus.] What says Sannio to us in the 
end? 

syRus. His heart is now softened. 

AESCHINUS. I will go to the market-place, to pay him. Do 
you, Ctesipho, go to her within. 

[Exit Ctesipho into the house. 

SANNIO. [Aside.] Syrus, press him. 

syrus. [Zo Aeschinus.| Let us go: he is in haste for 
Cyprus. 

saNNIO. Nay, not so much as you would: I will e’en stay 
here at my leisure. 

syrus [Zo Sannio.] It shall be paid; fear not. 

SANNIO. [Zo Syrus.] But so that he pay me in full? 

syrus. He shall pay in full. Only be silent and follow this 
way. 

sANNIO. I follow. 

[Exeunt Aeschinus and Sannio. Ctesipho appears at the 
door. 

CTESIPHO. Ho there, Syrus! 

syrus. What is it? 

CTESIPHO. By God, I beseech you, pay that most filthy 
fellow as soon as may be, lest, if he be more provoked, 
this get through some way to my father, and then I am 
undone once for all. 
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syrus. It shall not happen. Be of good cheer. Do you 
meantime take your pleasure with the wench in the house, 
and bid the couches be spread for us and the rest got 
ready. When our business is finished I will return home 
with the viands. 

CTESIPHO. Do so, prithee. Seeing this affair has pros- 
pered, let us take to-day for merry-making. 

[Axeunt ambo; Ctesipho to the house, Syrus to the market. 


ACT Ill 
Scene I. SOSTRATA : CANTHARA 


Enter Sostrata and Canthara 


SOSTRATA. Beseech you, nurse, how shall it be now? 

CANTHARA. How shall it be,ask you? Marry, well, hope. 
[Speaking to the house.| It is but the first pains that are 
griping thee, my pretty! [Zo Sostrata.] Are you afraid 
already, as you had never stood by at a lying in, or had 
never borne a child yourself? 

sosTRATA. Alas! I have no one;—we are alone, and Geta 
is not here—none to send to the midwife and none to 
fetch Aeschinus. 

CANTHARA. Marry, he at least shall be here presently, for 
he never misses a single day, but comes always. 

SOsTRATA. That is the only physic of my ills. 

CANTHARA. Mistress, since the thing happened, it could 
not have fallen better than it did—seeing the offence was 
done on her, that it concerns him and not another, being 
such as he is, of such sort and mind, born of so high a 
house. 

sosTRATA. Marry, it is as you say. I pray God to keep 
him safe for us. 
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Scene IT, GETA : SOSTRATA : CANTHARA 
Enter Geta 


ceTA. Now itis thus, though all the world together 

Confederate in counsel sought a cure, 

For this ill thing which to my mistress comes, 

And to my mistress’ daughter, and to me, 

They could bring no jot of aid to’t.... 

Alas! How many evils ring us round, 

Sudden, like ramparts, whence no issue is— 

Poverty, violence, disgrace, injustice, 

Abandonment! O out upon this time! 

O villains! O godless tribe! O wicked man! 
sosTRaTA. [Aside.] Alack! What cause can be for which 

I see 

Geta now hurrying home and filled with fear ? 
ceTa. Whom faith, nor pity, nor his oath restrained! 

No, nor the thought her travail was so nigh, 

Whom he deflowered by force. O pity! O shame! 
SOSTRATA. [Aside.] I understand his sayings not at all. 
CANTHARA. [Aside.] Beseech you, Sostrata, let us ap- 

proach him. 
GETA. Woe’s me! My heart is like to burst. I burn 

So much with rage. I would that all his house 

Were given me here to face, I’d nothing rather, 

So I could vomit all my anger on ’em 

Now while the grief is fresh. Could I revenge 

I'd glut my passion with their punishment. 

First I would choke the old man’s breath, that got 

This villain into the world. As for yon Syrus, 

That egged him on to this, O! I would tear him 
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Id lift him by the middle in the air 
And dash his head on ground, until his brains 
Sprinkled the pavement. From the boy himself 
I'd pluck the eyes, then cast him from a cliff— 
And all the rest pursue, drive, harry, beat 
To uttermost ruin. Now I must haste to share 
This ill with my mistress. 
[Goes towards the house of Sostrata. 
SOSTRATA. Let us call him back. 
Geta! 
GeTA. [Not seeing her.| Nay, suffer me, whoso’er you 
be.. 
SOSTRATA. I am Sostrata. 
GETA. Where? *Tis you I seek. 
SOSTRATA. AndI 
Waited for you. You come to us most timely. 
GETA. Mistress... . 
SOSTRATA. What is it? Why are you so confused? 
Geta. Alack! 
CANTHARA. What haste, good Geta? Take your breath. 
cetTa. Utterly... 


SOSTRATA. What’s this ‘utterly’ ? 

GETA. We are undone! 
All’s finished. 

SOSTRATA. What is it? I beseech you, speak. 


GETA. Now... 
sostRaTa. Now what? 


GETA. Aeschinus .. . 
sosTRATA. Well, what of him? 
GETA. Is from our house estranged. 


SOSTRATA. Oh! Weare lost! Wherefore? 
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GETA. He has begun 
To love another. 

SOSTRATA. Out, alas, for pity! 

Geta. He makes no secret. He himself did rape her 
Openly, from a bawd. 

SOSTRATA. Is this well certain? 


GETA. Certain. I saw it, Sostrata, with these eyes. 
SOSTRATA. Woe’s me. What’s now to be believed, or 
who? 

Is this our Aeschinus, life of us all, 

In whom our hopes and all our riches lay? 

Who swore he could not live without my daughter 

One single day? Who said he’d put the babe 

Into its grandad’s lap, and so beseech 

His leave to marry her? 

GETA. Mistress, put away 
These tears. Consider rather now what needs 
Our business further. Are we to suffer it? 

Or shall we tell our tale? 

CANTHARA. Man, are you mad? 
Think you that this is matter to be published P 

GETA. Indeed I like it not. For first, the matter 
Itself declares his mind estranged from us. 

Now if we publish, he’ll turn to denial, 
I am sure of it: your fame, your daughter’s life 
Shall come to hazard. Even if he confess 
All, since he loves another, ’tis not meet 
Give him your daughter. So in anywise 
We must keep silence. 
SOSTRATA. Never in this world; 
I will not. 
GETA. What will you do? 
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SOSTRATA. I’ll publish it. 
CANTHARA. Ah! Sostrata, consider what you do. 
SOSTRATA. It is not possible that our affairs 

Should grow worse than they stand. First she’s un- 

dowered. 

Then that which was to her a second dowry 

Is lost: we cannot offer her in marriage 

As being virgin. This alone is left: 

If he go to deny, I have a ring 

For witness, which he sent her. Last of all, 

Since I do feel I have no fault in this, 

And neither she nor I were moved by gold, 

Nor aught unworthy else, Geta, Ill try it. 
GETA. How then? I yield—though you might say better . 
SOSTRATA. Go you 

Quickly to Hegio, her cousin. Tell him the tale 

Allas it happened. He was most high esteemed 

Of Simulus, my husband, and ever paid 

Us most observance. 
GETA. There’s none else i’ faith 

Will listen to us. 
SOSTRATA. Haste you, Canthara, 

Run, fetch the midwife, so she be not late 

When we have need. _  [Exeunt omnes. 


Scene IIT. DEMEA : SYRUS : DROMA 


DEMEA. Death! I have heard that Ctesipho my son 
Was joined with Aeschinus in this rape. That only 
Remains to crown my misery, if he is able 
Him to seduce, who is of some account, 

Even him, to wickedness. Where shall I seek him? 
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His filthy brother, sure, persuaded him. 
Lo! I see Syrus come. I'll know from him 
Where he may be. But stay: by God, this knave 
Is one of the flock. If he perceive me question 
The gallows ne’er will tell. I’ll not disclose 
What is my purpose. [Enter Syrus, with Dromo carrying 
a basket of fish. 
syrus. [Wot seeing Demea.] Now have we told the old 
man everything 
All as it fell, in order. Never I saw 
One more rejoiced. 
DEMEA. [Aside.] Oh Heaven above! What folly! 
syrus. He roundly praised his son, gave thanks to me 
Who was his counsellor in it. 
DEMEA. [Aside.] I shall burst. 
syrus. He counted out the money there and then; 
Gave half a mina more for our expense, 
Which I have well laid out as he desired. 
DEMEA. [Aside.] Yea, if you’d have a thing looked after 
fairly, 
Trust it to him. 
syrus. [Seeing Demea.] Demea, I saw you not. 
What’s doing ? 
DEMEA. What should be doing? I cannot wonder 
Enough at your proceeding— 
syrus. Faith, *tis a foolish proceeding, if I must speak 
with sincerity, a preposterous proceeding. [To Dromo.] 
Dromo, cleanse me out the other fish, but let the biggest 
eel play in the water awhile: he shall be boned when 
I come in; I will not have it before. 
DEMEA. What scandals! 
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syrus. Truly, they please me not, and often I cry out 
against them. [Zo another slave, who comes out of the 
house.| Stephanio, see these salt fish be fairly soaked. 
DEMEA. Gods! does he make his study 
To doit? Or thinks he ’twill for praise be counted 
That he brought a son to ruin? Alas! Alack! 
Methinks I see the day, when he shall fly, 
A beggar, to take service in the wars. 
syrus. That is true wisdom, Demea, to foresee 
That which is yet to come and not that only 
Which lies before your feet. 


DEMEA. How now! Yon lute-girl, 
Is she now with you? 

SYRUS. Yea, there within. 

DEMEA. God’s sake! 
Will he keep her in the house? 

SYRUS. I so believe: 
He is mad enough. 

DEMEA. Oh! That such things should be. 


syrus. His father’s foolish fond, easy to a fault. 
DEMEA. Novw,as | live, my brother shames and grievesme. 
syrus. There is much difference *twixt you and him, 
Demea, too much—TI say not this because 
You hear me—You are of wisdom all compounded, 
But he of sleep. Would you allow your son 
Do this, in truth? 
DEMEA. Would I allow? Six months 
Ere he began, I would have smelled it out. 
syrus. Need you to tell me of your watchfulness ? 
DEMEA. This I pray only, that he may continue 
As he now is. 
SYRUS. As each desires his own 
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To be, he is. 
DEMEA. What of mine? Hast thou seen him 
To-day? 
syrus. Yourson? [Aside.] I'll send him out of town. 
[Zo Demea.] I think he does some business in the country. 
DEMEA. Art sure he’s there? 
SYRUS. I walked with him on the way. 
DEMEA. *Tis very well: I feared he loitered here. 
syrus. He was in dudgeon. 
DEMEA. Wherefore ? 
SYRUS. He had entered 
In quarrel with his brother in the Forum 
About yon lute-girl. 
DEMEA. Say you so? 
SYRUS. So, truly: 
He spared no terms with him. Just as the money 
Was being counted, sudden up comes your man 
And ’gins to cry out on him—‘What, Aeschinus, 
Wilt work this wickedness, do this disgrace 
To all our house? 
DEMEA. Oh! I could weep for joy. 
syRus. ‘It is not money but your life you squander.’ 
DEMEA. Bless him! How like his forbears, as I hope. 
syrus. Ah! 
DEMEA. Syrus, he has a store of such like sayings. 
syrus. So! He had one at home from whom to learn. 
DEMEA. It comes by care: nothing I leave undone, 
But still accustom him, and bid him look 
Into the lives of all, as in a glass, 
And take from others ensample for himself. 
“Do thus.’ 
SYRUS. Oh good! 
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DEMEA. ‘Flee this.’ 
SYRUS. Oh wisely said! 
DEMEA. “That is to praise.’ 
SYRUS. Here is the root 0’ the matter. 
DEMEA. “That is a fault.’ 
SYRUS. Excellent. 
DEMEA. Then, moreover... 
syrus. I’ faith I have not leisure now to listen. 
I have bought fish to my mind, and must take good care 
Lest they be spoiled. For, Demea, that to us 
Is our disgrace, as yours is not to do 
What you said now. I too, as in me lies, 
Instruct my fellow servants by your rule. 
“This is too salt’, and “This is burned’, and “This 
Not dainty’: “That is right. Remember that 
To do it so again.’ And so with care 
I guide them, as my wisdom me allows. 
Then I will bid them in the dishes look, 
As in a glass and teach *em what’s to do. 
I know our doings are poor foolish things. 
But yet, what would you? Asa man is made, 
Humour him so. Would you aught else of me? 
DEMEA. Heaven give you all better sense. 


SYRUS. Do you go now 
To the country ? 

DEMEA. Straight. 

SYRUS. What’s here for you to do, 


Since, preach you ne’er so wisely, no one heeds? 
[Exit Syrus into Micio’s house. 
DEMEA. Indeed I’ll go, since he for whom I came 
Is gone before. He is my only care, 
He my concern. Since so my brother wills, 
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Let him look to the other himself. Who is that yon? 
Is it Hegio, of our tribe? If] see right, 

I’ faith, ’tis he. Come! there’s a friend indeed 
Since we were boys together. Gods! how scarce 
Are such as he among our citizens— 

A man of antique worth and loyalty— 

The state shall never suffer ill from him. 

How I rejoice! Even now it is good to live, 

When I can see a remnant of this fashion 

Still above ground. I’ll wait him here and greet him. 
And hold some talk with him. 


Scene [V. HEGIO : DEMEA : GETA : PAMPHILA 


Enter Hegio and Geta 
HEGIO. By all the Gods, Geta, a shameful act! 
Oh! what a tale you tell! 
GETA. So it was done. 


HEGIO. To think that such ungentle deed should spring 
From that most worthy house! O Aeschinus, 
When you did this, you did not like your father. 
DEMEA. [Aside.] See! He has heard about the player-girl. 
It grieves him, though a stranger; while the father 
Counts it as nothing. Would that he were by 
And could hear this! 
HEGIO. Unless they do what right and justice bid, 
They shall not carry it so. 
GETA. Hegio, our hope lies all in you. You only 
We have: you are our patron and our father. 
Her father dying, did commend us to you: 
We are lost, if you forsake us. 
HEGIO. Never say it. 
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I will not, and would think it wickedness 
To do it. 
DEMEA. [Aside.| I'll to him. [Aloud.] I wish all health to 
Hegio! 
HEGIO. Oh! Demea, health! You are the man I looked 
for. 
DEMEA. What now? 
HEGIO. Your Aeschinus, your elder son, 
Whom you gave to your brother in adoption 
Plays not the honest man—no, nor the gentle. 
DEMEA. What’s this? 
HEGIO. You knew our friend, equal in age, 
Simulus ? 
DEMEA. Yes! 
HEGIO. Your son has now deflowered 
His virgin daughter. 
DEMEA. Oh! 
HEGIO. Stay, that’s not all. 
You have not heard the worst. 
DEMEA. What! is there worse? 
HEGIO. Yea, worse: for that is some ways bearable. 
Say that his youth and love and night and wine 
All tempted him: say that he’s but a man. 
When that he knew his act, he came of himself 
To the girl’s mother, weeping, praying, swearing 
With promises and oaths to marry her. 
Pardon, belief, and silence so he got. 
The girl from that embrace is heavy-wombed, 
Her tenth month here already ;—this honest youth 
Procures a lute-girl—Heaven save the mark! 
To live with, and the other he deserts. 
DEMEA. This that you say, is certain? 
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HEGIO. The girl’s mother 
Is there, the girl herself, the fact, and Geta 
You see besides. He’s a right honest fellow, 
For a slave’s comprehension, and no sluggard: 
He feeds them all; ’tis he alone supports 
Their household. Take him, bind him, and examine. 
GETA. Yea, by God, rack me, unless it be so, Demea. 
In fine, hell not deny it. Set him here 
Before our faces. 
DEMEA. I am ashamed. I know not what to do, 
Nor what to answer. 
PAMPHILA. [Crying within Sostrata’s house.| Pity! the 
pains tear me! Juno Lucina help! 
Save me, beseech thee. 


HEGIO. [Zo Geza.] How now! Prithee, 
Is she in travail ? 
GETA. Surely so, Hegio. 


HEGIO. Lo! Demea, she now implores your faith. 
What you must do perforce let her obtain 
From your free will. First, I beseech the Gods 
That you may do in this as honour bids. 
But, if your mind is otherwise, Demea, 
Then will I fight with all my force, defending 
This girl and her dead father. He was my kinsman; 
Together we from tiny boys were schooled; 
We were in wars together, and at home; 
Hard poverty we have endured together. 
Wherefore I'll strain, do, try all; to be short, 
Will lose my life before I them forsake. 
What is your answer ? 

DEMEA. Hegio, I’ll meet my brother, 
What counsel he shall give in this I'll follow. 
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HEGIO. But Demea, make reflection with yourself: 

As all is easiest with ye, as ye are 

Powerful, and rich, and fortunate and noble, 

More than the rest, so it behoves ye most, 

Use a fair mind to find a fair conclusion, 

If ye would be thought honest. 
DEMEA. You may go home: all shall be done that justice 

Requires to do. 
HEGIO. And so to do becomes you. 

Geta, lead me within to Sostrata. 

[Exeunt Hegio and Geta, into Sostrata’s house. 

DEMEA. This happens as I said: I pray to heaven 

It be finished here.—In sooth this too much licence 

Surely finds issue in calamity. 

I’ll go and seek my brother, so to spew 

These happenings on him. 

[Exit Demea: re-enter Hegio. 
HEGIO. [Speaking back to the house.| Be of good cheer, 
Sostrata: comfort her 

As best you can. I will find Micio,— 

Perchance he’s in the Forum,—and will tell him 

The matter as it happened, point by point. 

If he will do his duty, let him do’t. 

If his intent be otherwise, let him answer, 

So I may know at once what’s mine to act. 
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ACTIV 
Scene I, CTESIPHO : SYRUS 
Enter Ctesipho and Syrus 


CTESIPHO. Say you my father went away from here to the 
country ? 

syRus. Aye, some time since. 

cTESIPHO. Tell me of it, prithee. 

syrus. He is at his farm: methinks at this very minute he 
is sweating at some task. 

CTESIPHO. Pray heaven he may so weary himself—yet 
with no hurt to his health—that for these next three days 
he cannot rise from his bed. 

syRus. So be it, and better if may be. 

CTESIPHO. Yea—for I have a most pitiful desire to spend 
the rest of to-day as I have begun it, in jollity. I abomi- 
nate that same farm for no other reason, than that it is 
near. If it were further, night would have overtaken him 
before he could return hither. Now, when he sees me 
not, he will trot back again, I know well, and will ques- 
tion me where I have been. “The whole day I have not 
seen thee’ —What shall I say ? 

Syrus. Comes nothing to your mind? 

cTESIPHO. Nothing at all. 

syrus. The greater oaf you! Have you no client, no 
friend, no visitor? 

CTESIPHO. I have: what then? 

syrus. To whom you must pay your duty? 

CTESIPHO. Without paying it—It cannot be done. 

syrus. Yes, but it can. 
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CTESIPHO. For theday-time, yes—But if I spend the night 
here, what excuse shall I give, Syrus? 

syrus. Alack! I would it were customary to pay duty to 
friends in the night-time! But be easy: I have a pretty 
conceit of your father’s feeling. When he boils most 
fiercely I will render him as peaceful as a sheep. 

CTESIPHO. How? 

syrus. He delights to hear you praised. I exalt you to 
heaven before him. I make a tale of your virtues. 

CTESIPHO. Mine! 

syrus. Thine! Then straightway he weeps like a child 
for joy. [Seeing Demea.] Lo, you now! 

CTESIPHO. What is it? 

syrus. The wolf in the fable. 

cTESIPHO. My father? 

syrus. Himself. 

CTESIPHO. Syrus, what shall we do? 

syrus. Fly into the house. I will see to it. 

cTESIPHO. If he ask, you have seen me nowhere—didst 
hear ? 

syrus. Nay, stop your chatter. [Pushes him into Micio’s 
house. 


Scene II. DEMEA : CTESIPHO : SYRUS 
Enter Demea, not seeing Syrus 


DEMEA. Verily, I am an unhappy man. First I can no- 
where find my brother. Then, while I look for him, I see 
a hired man from the farm; he tells me my son is not in 
the country. I know not what to do. 

cTEsIPHO. [Putting his head through the door.] Syrus! 

syrus. What is it? 

Z2 
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cTESIPHO. Looks he for me? 

syrus. Sooth, yes. 

CTESIPHO. I am lost! 

syrus. Nay, be of good cheer. [Ctesipho goes back. 

DEMEA. Plague! What ill-luck is this! I cannot well 
understand it, unless I should believe myself born for 
this single purpose, to endure misery. I am ever the first 
to nose out misfortunes; ever the first to learn them; 
now I am the first to bring news of them. If aught go 
amiss I alone must be vexed. 

syrus. [Aside.] I must laugh at him. He is saying he 
is the first to know; he is the only one who knows 
nothing! 

DEMEA. Now I come back to see if by hap my brother is 
returned. 

CTESIPHO. [Putting his head through the door.| Syrus, 
beseech you, see that he do not force himself in here. 

syrus. Will you be quiet? I will see to it. 

CTESIPHO. By God, now,]I will never trust it to you, I will 
shut myself in a chamber with her: that is safest. 

syrus. Go to it. Notwithstanding, I will put him off. 

DEMEA. [Seeing Syrus.| But here is that villain Syrus. 

syRus. [Pretending not to see Demea.| By God, a man 
cannot persevere here longer, will as he may, if things are 
so done! I would I knew how many masters I had— 
what misery is this! 

DEMEA. What is he snarling at? What means he? [To — 
Syrus.| What say you, good fellow? Is my brother at 
home? 

syrus. A plague! What would you tell me with your 
‘good fellow’? For my part I am undone. 

DEMEA. What’s with you? 
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syrus. Ask you? Ctesipho has befisted me near to death, 
pity o’ me! me and yonder lute-girl. 

DEMEA. Ho! what tale is this? 

syrus. Look you, how he has split my lip in twain. 

DEMEA. For what reason? 

syrus. He says that I egged his brother on to buy her. 

DEMEA. Said you not you had just now put him on his 
way to the country? 

syrus. True. But afterwards he returned in a fury. He 
spared nothing. He was not ashamed to beat an old man 
—he that I dandled in my hands when he was a child so 
big! 

saan O well done! Ctesipho, thou favourest thy 
father. Go, I adjudge thee a man. 

syrus. “Well done’ forsooth! If he is wise, he will keep 
his hands to himself hereafter. 

DEMEA. Oh brave! 

syrus. Mighty so! Because he overcame a wretched 
woman, and me, a poor slave, that dared not strike back ? 
Bah! Most brave! 

DEMEA. He could do no better. He perceives, as I do, 
that thou art the head of this business. But is my brother 
within? 

syrus. No. 

DEMEA. | wonder where to find him. 

syrus. I know where he is, but I will never show you now. 

DEMEA. What! How say your 

syrus. So! 

DEMEA. [Threatening him.| Now you shall get your head 
broken again. 

syrus. Nay! I know not the man’s name, with whom he 
is, but I know the place where. 
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DEMEA. Tell the place then. 

syrus. Know you the arch down this way, by the 
butcher’s shop? 

DEMEA. Surely I know it. 

syrus. Having passed this go straight up the street. 
When you come there, there is a hill down in front of 
you. Slip down that. After, there is a chapel on this 
hand; close by there is a passage-way. 

DEMEA. Which? 

syrus. That one where is also a great fig tree. 

DEMEA. I know it. 

syrus. Go on through this. 

DEMEA. But there is no way through that passage. 

syRus. I’ faith, itisso. Goto! should youthink mebutman? 
I mistook! Come back again to the arch. Indeed, by 
this way you shall go much nearer and there is less 
mistaking. Know you Cratinus’, the rich man’s house? 

DEMEA. I know it. 

syrus. When you have passed by that keep to the left 
straight along the street; when you come to the temple 
of Diana turn to the right. Before you come to the gate, 
right by the Pool, there is a little mill, and a workshop 
opposite.—He is there. 

DEMEA. What does he there? 

syrus. He has bidden them to make some sun-couches 
with oaken feet. 

DEMEA. For ye to get drunk on. Excellent, truly! I will 
go to him without delay. [Exit Demea. 

syrus. Go! do! I will make thee trot to-day as thou de- 
servest, thou walking funeral! It vexes me that Aeschi- 
nus tarries. The dinner is spoiled. Ctesipho is all sunk in 
love. I will presently provide for myself, for I will now 
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go and pick me out the daintiest tit-bits, and sipping 
divers cups of wine by mouthfuls will so spin out the 


day. [Exit to the house. 


Scene IIT, micto : HEGIO 
Enter Micio and Hegio 


micio. I find no matter here why you should praise me, 
Hegio, so much. I do no more than duty 
When I amend an offence by us begun;— 
Unless you had believed me one of those 
Who think they are wronged if you but cast against em 
The wrong they have done, and make themselves the 
accuser— 
Do you thank me now because I did not so? 
HEGIO. Ah no! [ never took you in my mind 
For other than you are. But, prithee, Micio, 
Come with me to the mother of the girl. 
Tell her yourself that which you told to me, 
That these suspicions and yon player-wench 
Were for the brother. 
MICIO. If you think it right, 
Or that there’s need of it, come, let us go. 
HEGIO. Good. You will raise her spirit so, which now 
Declines in grief and misery, and will perform 
Your obligation fully. But if otherwise 
You think, myself will tell her what you said. 
icio. Nay, I will go. 
HEGIO. It is well done. For all, 
Whose fortunes are awry, are some way warped 
Into suspicion; scent a slight in all, 
Believing for their weakness they are barred. 
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Therefore that you should make your clearance with her, 
In person to her person, will please the more. 
micio. ’Tis true and justly said. 
HEGIO. Follow me then 
Into her house. 
MICIO. Gladly! 
[Exeunt Micio and Hegio into Sostrata’s house. 


Scene [V. AESCHINUS 
Enter Aeschinus 


AESCHINUS. My mind is torn: I have brought now on 
myself 
Such unexpected ill, I am all doubt 
How to dispose myself or what to do. 
My limbs are feeble made and faint from fear; 
My soul all dazed with dread; my heart can hold 
No certain counsel. 
Come! How shall I clear me of this coil ? 
I have fallen into suspicion and deserve it. 
Sostrata thinks I have bought this wench. The proof 
I had from the old woman. When I saw her 
Sent hence to fetch the midwife, I accost her, 
Ask how fares Pamphila; is the birth at hand? 
Call they the midwife therefore? She thereon 
Cries out on me: ‘Get you gone, Aeschinus, 
You have given us tales enough. We have too long 
Been cheated by your oaths.’ Then I: ‘Beseech you, 
What is all this?’ ‘Farewell,’ quoth she; ‘Keep her 
That is to your mind.’ I knew upon the spot 
What their suspicion was, but checked myself, 
Lest I should tell that babbler of my brother 
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And have it published. Now then, what’s to do? 
Shall I say she is my brother’s. That is least 
To be put abroad. Pass that! ”Tis possible 
To keep it secret still. In truth I fear 
They'll not believe it: So many likelihoods 
Do run against it. "T'was I that made the rape; 
I paid the money; she was brought home to me. 
Here too I am to blame, I do confess, 
Not to have told this matter to my father 
As it fell out. I should have begged his leave 
To marry her: till now I have delayed. 
Now, Aeschinus, awake. This comes the first: 
Pll to the women, to excuse myself. 
Now to their door. Plague! How I tremble still, 
Pity o’ me! when I start to knock on’t. 
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[Knocks at Sostrata’s door. 


Ho there! It is Aeschinus! Open there! Be quick! 


Some one comes out—I’ll stand aside this way. 


Scene V. MICIO : AESCHINUS 
Enter Micio from Sostrata’s house 


micio. [Speaking back to Sostrata in the house.| 


Doas I said, 


Sostrata. I’ll find Aeschinus and tell him 
How it has gone. But who knocked on the door? 


AESCHINUS. [Aside.] O Heaven! it is my father. I am lost. 


micro. Aeschinus! 
AEscHINuS. [Aside.] What is his business here? 


MICIO. Was it you that knocked? 


[ Aside.] He’s silent. Why not play him for a while? 


’Tis well—since he would trust me not in this. 
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AESCHINUS. I knocked not, that I know. 

micio. So! for I wondered what your business was— 


[ Aside.] He blushes: all is well. 


AESCHINUS. But tell me, father, 
Yourself, what business have you here? 
MICIO. I! None. 


A friend but brought me in from the market place, 
To be his counsellor. 

AESCHINUS. In what? 

MICIO. Tl tell you. 
Certain poor women in this house abide; 
I think you know them not: nay, I am sure— 
They came but lately here. 


AESCHINUS. What follows next? 

micio. There’s a girl with her mother. 

AESCHINUS. Go on. 

MICIO. The girl 


Is orphaned of her father. This my friend 
Is next to her in kin. The law compels her 
To marry him. 
AESCHINUS. [Aside.] Death! 
MICIO. What’s that? 
AESCHINUS. Nothing. Go on. 
micio. He comes to take her with him, for he dwells 
Now at Miletus. 


AESCHINUS. What? to take her with him? 
MICIO. It is so. 

AESCHINUS. Beseech you, to Miletus? 
MICIO. Yes. 


AESCHINUS. [Aside.] 1 am sick at heart. [Aloud.] And the 
women, what say they? 
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micio. What think you? Nay, ’tis naught. The mother 

invents 
Some story that the girl has borne a child 
To one, I know not who—she names him not— 
Says he is first, the other cannot have her. 

AESCHINUS. Seemed this not just to you, after you heard it? 

micio. No. 

AESCHINUS. What, father, no? Shall he take the girl away? 

micio. What else? 

AESCHINUS. Oh father, you have here dealt harshly, 
And without pity: Nay, if I must speak out, 

Ungently. 

MICIO. Wherefore? 

AESCHINUS. Ask you? What, suppose you, 
Shall be the mind of him that used her first >— 
Unhappy wretch! perchance he loves her still— 

When he shall see her snatched in his very presence, 
Dragged from his eyes away. Oh, my dear father, 
*Tis an unworthy action. 

MICIO. What’s your reckoning ? 
Who gave her in betrothal or in marriage? 

Whom did she wed, or when? By what authority? 
Why did he take her when another owned? 

AESCHINUS. And had the girl to sit at home all ripe, 
Waiting until her kinsman chose to come? 

This, father, you should have said, and thus maintained. 
micio. You jest! Should I plead a cause against the man 

I came to counsel in it? But, Aeschinus, 

What’s this to us, or we to them? Let’s go. 

What! Do you weep? 

AESCHINUS. Father, beseech you, listen, 

micio. Aeschinus, I have heard all, and I know all. 
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I love thee: therefore all thy actions watch. 
AESCHINUS. So, while you live, may I deserve your love, 
Father, as I most vehemently grieve 
To have made this fault, and am ashamed before you. 
micio. Faith, I believe you, for 1 know you gentle 
In temper, but I fear you are too reckless. 
Pray in what city think you that you live? 
You have deflowered a maid you should not touch. 
That’s your first fault, and great—though ’tis but 
human: 
Good men have done it often.— When ’twas done 
Did you consideration take or forethought, say, 
What was to do, or how? If you were shamed 
Yourself to tell me, how should I come to know it? 
While thus you hesitate ten months have gone. 
You have been false to yourself, to yon poor girl, 
Yea, and to your child, so far as in you lay. 
How! deemed you Heaven would accomplish while you 
slept? 
Your wife be brought to you at home in bed, 
Without your lifting finger? I should be sorry 
To see you witless in your other matters 
As you have been in this. Be comforted; 
You shall have your wife. 
AESCHINUS. What? 
MICIO. Be comforted, I say. 
AESCHINUS. Father, beseech you, do you mock me now? 
micio. I mock you—why? 
AESCHINUS. I know not, but I fear 
The more because I long so piteously 
That it be true. 
micio. Go to the house and make your vows to Heaven, 
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So you may fetch your wife. Be gone. 


AESCHINUS. What, now? 
micio. Now. 

AESCHINUS. ‘This instant? 

MICIO. This very instant! 
AESCHINUS. O father, 


May heaven hate me if I do not love thee 
More than mine eyes. 


MICIO. What, more than her? 

AESCHINUS. As much. 

micio. Most kindly spoken! 

AESCHINUS. Where’s he from Miletus? 

micio. ’A’s dead—’a’s left—’a’s gone aboard his ship. 
Why do you linger? 

AESCHINUS. Go you rather, father, 


To make the vows to Heaven; for I know surely 
It shall the sooner listen to your prayers, 
As you by much a better man than I. 
icio. I’ll go within, make ready what there needs; 
You, if you’re wise, do as I told you. 
[Exit Micio into his house. 
AESCHINUS. Oh, what a way of dealing! Is it this 
To bea father; this to be a son? 
Were he my brother or my boon companion 
He could not serve me more. Shall I not love him? 
Shall I not carry him in my heart? In sooth! 
And so his easiness makes me uneasy, 
Lest I should do by chance or want of thought 
Something against his will: knowing I’ll not. 
I'll haste within, or I myself shall keep 
My marriage waiting. 
[Exit Aeschinus, into Micio’s house. 
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Scene VI. DEMEA 
Enter Demea 


DEMEA. I am wearied out with walking. The devil take 
thee, Syrus, with thy directions. I have crawled all over 
the city—to the Gates—to the Pool—everywhere. 
Neither was there any workshop there nor would any 
man confess he had seen my brother. Now I am resolved 
to sit me down in his house, and beleaguer it till he 
returns. 


Scene VII. Micto : DEMEA 
Enter Micio from his house 


micio. [Speaking to those within.| 1 will go tell them 
yonder that we are ready. 

DEMEA. Here is he himself. Micio, I have been looking for 
thee this hour. 

micio. Why? 

DEMEA. I bring you more disgraces of yon honest youth 
—monstrous matter! 

micio. Lo you, now! 

DEMEA. New matter!—Hanging matter! 

micio. What, still? 

pEMEA. Ah, you know not the man he is. 

micio. I know. 

DEMEA. Fool! You dream that I speak of the lute-girl. 
This offence is against a virgin, a free citizen. 

micio. I know. 

pDEMEA. Ah! you know and you suffer it ? 

micio. How can I help but suffer it ? 

DEMEA. Tellme! Youcry not? You rave not? 

micio. No.—Indeed I would rather... 
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DEMEA. A child hath been born. 

micio. Heaven prosper it. 

DEMEA. The girl has nothing. 

micio. I heard so. 

DEMEA. She must be taken without a dowry. 

micio. Yea, doubtless. 

DEMEA. What’s to happen now? 

micio. That surely which the matter imports. The girl 
shall be brought over here from her house. 

DEMEA. Gracious Heaven! Is this the right way? 

micio. What more canI do? 

DEMEA. What can you do? If the thing in truth grieve 
you not, it were human at least to pretend it. 

micio. Nay, I have already made the betrothal: the matter 
is arranged: the wedding goes on: I have removed all 
their fears. This is the more human. 

DEMEA. Notwithstanding, Micio, does it please you that 
this was done? 

micio. No, if I could change it. Now, since I cannot, 
I bear it with an equal mind. Man’s life is even as a game 
of dice: if the throw that you need most falls not, then 
by skill you must mend that which falls. 

DEMEA. A good mender!—by your skill twenty minae is 
lost for the lute-girl—who must now be gotten rid of 
forthwith. If she cannot be sold must be given away. 

micio. Not so; indeed I intend not to sell her. 

DEMEA. What will you do then? 

micio. She shall stay in the house. 

DEMEA. Heaven above us! a wife and a harlot under one 
roof! 

micio. Why not? 

DEMEA. Are you in your senses, think you? 
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micio. For my part I think so. 
DEMEA. Heaven love me! When I see your folly, I believe 
you will keep her for this, that you may sing to her music. 
micio. Why not? 
DEMEA. Shall the bride take lessons of her too? 
micio. Doubtless. 
DEMEA. And you—will youskip among them witha rope? 
Micio. Surely. 
DEMEA. Surely? 
micio. And you with us also, if need be. 
DEMEA. Alack, are you not ashamed ? 
micio. Come, Demea, put aside now this wrathful temper 
and make yourself mirthful and pleasant for your son’s 
wedding, as is seemly. I go to meet them yonder: then 
I return here. [Exit Micio to Sostrata’s house. 
DEMEA. Great Heaven! What life! what manners! and 
what madness! 
A wife undowered! A player-girl i’ the house! 
A house of spending! A young man debauched ! 
An old man doting! Not Providence itself 
Can save this household, though it would! 


ACTA 


Scene I. SYRUS : DEMEA 
Enter Syrus, drunk 


syrus. Marry, little Syrus, thou hast cockered thyself 
softly: thou hast done thine office daintily. Go to! Now 

_ that my belly hath been made full of everything indoors, 
I have taken a fancy to walk forth here. 

DEMEA. Look you there now! An example of discipline! 
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syrus. Lo now! Here is our old master! [To Demea.] 
How goes it? Why art thou sad? 

DEMEA. O, villain. 

syrus. Oh! Dost thou spill words here, Wisdom? 

DEMEA. An thou wert mine... 

syrus. Then thou wouldst be rich, Demea, and wouldst 
have established thy estate. 

DEMEA. I would provide that thou wert made an example 
to all. 

syrus. Wherefore? What have I done? 

DEMEA. Askest thou? In the midst of this coil, in the very 
article of thy offending, which is but scarce composed, 
thou drinkest, villain, as if it were well done. 

syRus. [Aside.] Truly I would I had not come out here. 


Scene IT. DROMO : SYRUS : DEMEA 
Dromo appears at the door of Micio’s house 


DROMO. Ho there, Syrus! Ctesipho calls for you to come 
back. 
syRus. Get you gone. 
DEMEA. What’s this he says of Ctesipho? 
syrus. Naught. 
DEMEA. Ah! gallows! is Ctesipho within? 
syrus. No. 
DEMEA. Why did yon slave name him? 
syRus. It is another—a little trifling fellow—a sort of 
a parasite.—Dost thou know him? 
DEMEA. I will know presently. 
[Starts to go into the house. 
syrus. What do you? Whither go you? 
[Catches Demea’s tunic. 
Aa 
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DEMEA. Leave go. 
syrus. Do not, I say. 
DEMEA. Take your hand off, whipping-block! Or will 
you have me beat your brains out in this place? 
[Shakes Syrus off and goes in. 
syrus. He is gone! Marry, he will be an uneasy com- 
panion at the feast, especially to Ctesipho. What do 
I now? Till this coil grows quiet shall I creep into some 
corner and sleep off this trifle of wine? I will do so. 
[Exit Syrus. 


Scene IJ]. MIcIo : DEMEA 


Enter Micio from Sostrata’s house 


MIclo. [Speaking back to Sostrata within.] 
All is prepared on our side, as I said, 
Sostrata: when you will... But who is that 
Opens my door so rudely? 
[Demea comes through the doors of Micio’s house. 
DEMEA. Woe’s me! What shall I do? How act, how cry, 
Or how complain? O Heaven and Earth and Sea! 
micio. [Aside.] Lo you! He has learned all. Therefore 
he cries. 
So be it! The quarrel is on. I must go help. 
DEMEA. [Seeing Micio.] See where he stands, our chil- 
dren’s sole corrupter! 
micto. Now curb your rage: come to your proper self. 
DEMEA. *Tis curbed: I am restored: [’ll rail no more. 
Let us debate the matter. Was it pacted 
Between us, on your instance, you should not care 
For mine, nor I for yours? Answer me this. 
Micro. It wasso. I deny it not. 
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DEMEA. Why then 
Drinks he now in your house? Why do you harbour 
him 


And buy his mistress, Micio? Is it less right 

I get my right than you? What is your business 

With me? I care not for yours. Care not for mine. 
Micio. You speak not fairly. 


DEMEA. No. 

MICIO. Since there’s a proverb, 
That friends own all in common. 

DEMEA. Wittily said! 


But somewhat late your proverb comes to birth. 
micio. Listen to me a little, Demea, 
If it vex you not. First, if it’s this that bites you, 
The expense our sons make, prithee, consider it thus: 
At first you bore them both as chargeable 
On your estate, and thought your means enough 
For two—no doubt believing I should marry. 
Now keep your former reckoning. Guard your goods: 
Seek and be sparing: make the most you can 
To leave to them. That merit keep for you. 
Mine let them use, since out of expectation 
It comes: naught shall be minished from their sum. 
All that I add account as simple gain. 
If you will reason truly with yourself 
Thus, Demea, you will spare to vex yourself 
And me and them. 
DEMEA. I pass the money: but the practices 
Orbos. 
MICIO. _ Ohstay, I know: I came to that. 
Demea, a man has many marks whereby 
’Tis easy to conjecture, so that oft 
Aaz2 
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Seeing two i’ the same act you can thus say 

‘This one can do it safely; that one not’ ;— 

Not that the deed is different, but the doer.— 
These marks I see in them, so that I trust 

They shall be as we’d wish ’em. I perceive 

Sense in them, understanding, where ’tis due 
Reverence, and mutual love. You can discern 
Their spirit and temper free. The day you please 
You can whistle ’em back. But this you'll say you fear, 
They are negligent of having. Demea, 

Years bring us wisdom in all matters else— 

This fault alone is attribute of age— 

We are more bent on having than enough. 

Time soon enough shall sharpen them in this. 

DEMEA. Micio, I fear your too good reasonings 
And this too level balance of your mind 
May bring us both to ruin. 

MICIO. Hush! never fear. 
Put by your troubles. Give yourself to me 
To-day. Smooth out your brow. 

DEMEA. The time demands it. 
Forsooth; I'll force myself. But yet to-morrow 
[ll to the country, with my son, at dawn. 

micro. I'll bid you speed to-night. But for to-day 
Make yourself mirthful. 


DEMEA. And the lute-girl yonder, 
I'll take her hence with me. 
MICIO. So you shall win; 


So you shall surely bind your son at home: 
Only make sure to keep her. 

DEMEA. Pll look to it. 
I'll use her in the kitchen, or the mill, 
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Till she is full of ashes, smoke, and grit. 
Besides, I'll make her glean the straw at noon 
Till she is cooked and black as any coal. 
micto. Good! this is true wisdom as I think; 
Then I’d compel your son to sleep with her, 
Willing or no. 
DEMEA. You mock? You are fortunate 
To have a mind to it. I feel... 
MICIO. Ah, no! 
Will you go on? 
DEMEA. Nay, I have finished. 
MICIO. Then 
Go you within, and let us make to-day 
What it was meant, a time of mirth and play. 
[Zxeunt Micio and Demea into Micio’s house. 


Scene [V. DEMEA 
Enter Demea, as if from a revel 


DEMEA. No man has ever reckoned out his life 
So carefully, but time and circumstance 
And use will bring some novelty upon him, 
And teach him that he knows not what he thought 
He knew: that what he prized the most must be 
In practice quite discarded. So is it with me. 
Till now I have preferred a life of hardship: 
Now, having run a span, forsake it. Why? 
I have found the better part—the fact so teaches— 
Is to be mild and easy. That this is truth 
I and my brother do most plainly show. 
He ever led his life in ease and feasts; 
Was mild, of even temper, smiled on all men, 
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Affronted none, lived for himself alone; 
Spent on himself; is blessed and loved by all. 
While I was rustic, savage, melancholy, 


Close-handed, wrathful, stubborn in my mood. 


I took a wife: what sorrow had I there! 

My sons were born, another care. Alas! 
Studying to heap up riches as I could 

For them, I wasted all my years in seeking. 
Now in my age I get this fruit from them 

Of all my toil, their hate. But he, my brother, 
Reaps without toil a father’s privilege; 

They love him, flee from me, to him entrust 
All their designs; ’tis him they cherish; to him 
They both resort and I am left alone. 

They pray long life for him, desire my death, 
Tis plain to see it. So, at a little cost, 

Those I have most laboriously reared 

He makes his own. The misery all is mine; 
He gets the joy of them. Come, I will try 


Now the contrary, if at all I can 


Speak soft, do kindly, since he provokes me to it: 


I too would have my children hold me high 
In love and value. If it comes by giving 
And yielding, I'll not play the second part. 
Our means shall fail; it matters less to me, 


Who am the elder. 


Act V 
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Scene V. syRUS : DEMEA 
Enter Syrus from Micio’s house 
syrus. Demea, your brother prays you stay no longer 


Away. 

DEMEA. Who’s that? Save you, good Syrus. How now? 
How goes it? 

SYRUS. Well. 

DEMEA. Excellent! [Aside.] There’s three things. 


P’ve added newly and against my nature, 
‘Good’, and ‘How now?’ and ‘How goes it?’ 
[Zo Syrus.] You show yourself a gentle servitor: 
I'd gladly do you good. 

SYRUS. Thanks. 

DEMEA. Nay, ’tis true. 
You presently shall find it so indeed. 


Scene VI, GETA : DEMEA : SYRUS 
Enter Geta, from Sostrata’s house 


GETA. [Speaking back to Sostrata within.] 
Mistress, I go to find how soon they mean 
To fetch the bride. But lo! here’s Demea. Save you! 
DEMEA. How are you called? 
GETA. Geta. 
DEMEA. Geta, to-day 
I have judged you in my soul to be a man 
Of highest price. For, to my mind, that slave 
Is surely well approved, who for his masters 
Takes thought as I have felt you do, O Geta. 
And for that cause most gladly I will serve you 
If the occasion comes. [Aside.] It is my study 
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To show myself smooth-spoken; it goes well. 

GETA. You are honest to think thus. 

DEMEA. [Aside.] So by degrees 


I make the mob mine own, for the first time. 


Scene VIT, AESCHINUS : DEMEA : SYRUS : GETA 
Enter Aeschinus, from Micio’s house 


AESCHINUS. They slay me, while they study make the 
wedding 
Too ceremonial, and waste the day 
In preparation. 


DEMEA. Aeschinus, how goes it? 
AESCHINUS. My father! Wert thou there? 
DEMEA. T’ faith, your father, 


Most truly, both in nature and in spirit, 
Who loves you more than his own eyes. But wherefore 
Fetch you not home your bride? 
AESCHINUS. I do desire it: 
But I must wait upon the flute-players, 
And them that sing the anthem. 


DEMEA. So! Wilt listen 
To thy old father ? 

AESCHINUS. What? 

DEMEA. Send them all packing, 


Anthem and guests, torches and flutes and all. 

Bid them pull down the wall between your gardens 

At once. Take her this way. Make it one house. 

Bring too her mother here, and all the household. 
AESCHINUS. O my most gracious father! I like this well. 
DEMEA. [Aside.] Good! lam gracious now. My brother’s 

house 
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Is made a public street; a multitude 

Brought in on him; he shall lose much in expense: 
What care I? I am gracious and get thanks. 

Now let the Satrap count his twenty minae! 


[Aloud.| Syrus, up and be doing. 


SYRUS. What? 
DEMEA. Pull down! 
[Exit Syrus. 
[Zo Geta.] Go you and bring them over. 
GETA. Demea, 
God bless you, since I see you wish our household 
So heartily well! 
DEMEA. Methinks they well deserve it. 
[Zo Aeschinus.| What say you? 
AESCHINUS. So I think. 
DEMEA. This is much better 


Than bring the girl in child-bed through the street 
Sick as she is. 
AESCHINUS. Nought could be better, father. 
DEMEA. This is my wont. Lo! here comes Micio. 


Scene VIII. Micio : DEMEA : AESCHINUS 


Enter Micio 
micio. My brother’s bidding? Where is he? Demea, 
Is this your bidding ? 
DEMEA Sooth it is—Both so, 


And in all else, let us unite this household 

To us by service, help, and all conjunction. 
aEscuinus. [To Micio.] Father, I beg this of you. 
MICIO. I judge not otherwise, 
DEMEA. Yea, faith, soit becomes us. [Zo Micio.] First of all, 
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His wife, she has a mother. 


MICIO. Yes. What then? 

DEMEA. Discreet and honest? 

MICIO. So they say. 

DEMEA. Well aged? 
micio. I know her such. 

DEMEA. She is past bearing children: 


Has none to comfort her: she is alone. 

micio. [Aside.] What does he drive at now? 

DEMEA. It is your duty 
To marry her. Use your endeavour to it. 

micio. I marry? 

DEMEA. You. 

MICIO. iT 

DEMEA. Why, I say, you should. 

MicIo. Fool! 

DEMEA. [Zo Aeschinus.| If you were a man, it should be 


done. 
AESCHINUS. [Zo Micio.] Oh, father! 


MICIO. Ass! Will you listen to his folly? 

DEMEA. This is naught. It must be so. 

MICIO. Oh, lunatic! 

AESCHINUS. [Zo Micio.] Let me entreat you, father. 

MICIO. You have run mad. 
Take him away! 

DEMEA. Come! grant your son his prayer. 


Micio. Are you in your senses? Shall I turn myself 
To a fresh groom at sixty-five years old, 
And lead a palsied crone? Is that your counsel? 
AESCHINUS. Do so; I promised them. 
MICIO. You promised, boy? 
Be liberal of your own. 
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DEMEA. What if he asked you 
Some weightier matter? 

MICIO. “Weightier’, quotha, forsooth, 
As if there were one! 

DEMEA. Be indulgent to him. 

AESCHINUS. Grudge us not in this. 

DEMEA. Do it: give your promise. 

micio. Will ye not leave me? 

AESCHINUS. Not till I entreat you. 

MIcIO. ‘This is mere violence! 

DEMEA. Micio, be gracious. 


micio. I think it wrong, foolish, irrational, 
Repugnant to my nature: yet, if you wish it 
So strongly, be it so. 

AESCHINUS. Well done, my father! 
Truly you well deserve my love. 

DEMEA. However... 
[Aside.] What shall I say, when he accomplishes 
My wishes so? 

MICIO. What else remains to do? 

DEMEA. There’s Hegio. He’s their kinsman next in blood, 
Our neighbour, poor. We should do him some service. 

micio, What? 

DEMEA. There ’s a small farm, close to the city here, 
You rent to strangers. Let him enjoy it from us. 

micio. Indeed, you call that small ? 

DEMEA. If it were great 
Yet you should do it. He’s as it were a father 
To your son’s wife, honest, our friend. Tis right 
You give it. I’ll not make my own the word 
You spoke awhile back, Micio, though ’twas said 
Both well and wisely. ‘’Tis the common fault 
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‘Of all in age to be too bent on having’ 

This blemish we should flee. *Twas truly said, 

So should you act in deed. 
MICIO. This pleases me. 

What says the boy? [Aeschinus nods.] 

Ill give it, since he wishes. 

AESCHINUS. Dear father! 
DEMEA. Now you are my true brother, in flesh and spirit. 

[ Aside.] His own sword serves me to cut his throat withal. 


Scene IX. SYRUS : DEMEA : MICIO : AESCHINUS 
Enter Syrus, from the house 


syRus. It is done as you commanded, Demea, 
DEMEA. An honest fellow! [Zo Micio.] Marry, in my 
judgement 
Twere right to-day you should set Syrus free. 
Micio. Free! for what cause? 
DEMEA. For many. 
SYRUS. O Demea, 
Truly thou art virtuous and my good master. 
I have with care from children brought them up, 
Both of your sons, have taught them and admonished, 
And well instructed always as I could. 
DEMEA. It is apparent. Surely no mean man 
Could do these duties; buy fish faithfully; 
Procure a harlot; set a feast i’ the daytime! 
syRus. O, my fine master! 
DEMEA. Moreover he has helped us much to-day 
About the purchase of yon player wench. 
This was his work: ’tis right that he should profit. 
Others shall be encouraged. Finally 
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The boy would have it so. 
micio. [Zo Aeschinus.| Would you so have it ? 
AESCHINUS. I much desire it. 
MICIO. Well then, if you wish: 
Syrus, come hither: thou art free. 
SYRUS. Good deed! 


My thanks to all, and Demea, most to you. 

DEMEA. I am rejoiced. 

AESCHINUS. And I. 

SYRUS. I do believe it. 
May your joy last forever, as I would see 
Phrygia my wife set free along with me. 

DEMEA. A very worthy woman. 

SYRUS. Yea, and truly 
She to your grandchild, your son’s child, to-day 
First gave her breast. 

DEMEA. By God, in sober earnest, 
If she were first, ’tis right she should be free. 

micio. What! For that reason? 

DEMEA. For that very reason. 
To end it, take her purchase-price from me. 

syrus. Demea, may all the Gods accomplish all 
You ever wish. 

micio. [Zo Syrus.] You have made fine advancement, 
Syrus, to-day. 

DEMEA. Yes, Micio, if only 
You, as your duty is, will give him somewhat, 

A trifle, in his hand, to have in use. 
He shall repay you quickly. 

MICIO. Nota penny! 

DEMEA. An honest man! 

SYRUS. I will repay, I swear it; 
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Do you but give. 

AESCHINUS. Come, father, 

MICIO. Ill think on’t. 

DEMEA. He’ll do it. 

syrus. [Zo Demea.] Best of men! 

AESCHINUS. [Zo Demea.] Most joyous father! 

micio. [Zo Demea.] How come you thus? What has so 

quickly changed 
Your disposition? “What whim is this 
‘And whence this sudden bounty ?” 

DEMEA. I will tell you. 
I did it to show that when they deem you easy 
And joyous, not by true life they measure it, 

Nor right and justice, but by your compliance, 
Your pampering, and your spending, Micio. 
Now, Aeschinus, if for this my life mislikes you, 
Because I serve you not in all things always, 
Whether they are right or wrong—I ll let all go, 
Squander and buy and do what lists you best. 
But if you wish those things which through your youth 
You see less clearly, desire too unthinkingly, 
Too little weigh, by me to be corrected, 
Reproved sometimes, only indulged where fit, 
Here I stand ready to do it for you— 

AESCHINUS. Father, 
We are in your hands. You better know our need. 
But of my brother: what will you do with him? 

DEMEA. I let him have his wench: but let him make 
An end of it here. 

MICIO. That is well said. 

CANTOR. Your hands! 
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